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ST. ROCHE. 



CHAPTER L 



A YEAR afler the departure of her son there no 
longer remained a doubt as to the condition of the 
Counteea de Crecy, and the spring of the second year 
saw this gifted and admirable woman sink into the 
grave. Both her parents had preceded her, and 
her connexion with the mareefaale bad been that of 
outward form alone. Her husband mourned her 
loss with at! the gloomy melancholy of a mind 
which would scarcely acknowledge itself to poseess 
the right which makes our very sorrow a sacred 
privilege. F^n^lon's preBence had hallowed her 
last hours, and he had received the eigb which 
parted ber from earth. He had no tears for her, 
— be felt that she was glorified : his inspired gaze 
eodeavoured to follow her: there was a sweet 
satisfaction to him in the thought that she would 
DOW fully know his heart, and be trained his soul 
to peace and happiness, that he might be worthy 
to meet her gaxe- 

Great was the sorrow of the absent Reginald 
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and Louis ; and with all the energy of youth they 
held it fast, and for a long time connected it with 
all their feelings. 

The Count de Cr^cy withdrew hiniBelf into the 
most profound seclueion,— he hecame daily more 
gloomy, misanthropic, and distrustful ; but after the 
death of his wife, the marecbale began to resume 
her influence over him, and as she prudently 
abstained from thwarting him in his desire for 
tranquillity, he suffered her to assume the manage- 
ment of everything beyond the limits of his own 
immediate circle. She thus obtained an open field 
for her exertions, which was all she wanted. 

With prudent foresight she prevailed on the 
Count d'Aubaine, with his family, to pass the winter 
at court. She hoped, by this means, to mould 
both Fran^oise and her parents to her designs, and 
to make them feel the real position to which their 
rank and other claims entitled them ; for she feared 
that their residence in the country might have in 
some degree blinded them to the views which she 
considered it the lirst duty of such a family to 
maintain. Besides which, such a proceeding must 
of necessity entail a consequence which she 
earnestly desired, — either that the two English 
girls, whose rank gave them no claim to an intro- 
duction at court, would be separated h-om them, 
and sent back to England, or at least, if they 
remained with them, that their connexion with St. 
Roche would he broken off. The latter was the 
case. Miss Lester and Ellen Gray accompanied 
the fomily, and it is easy to imagine with what 
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feelings the mar^ohale regarded the two girls so 
intimately connected with the fortunes of her 
houBB. Under these circumstances it was a great 
relief to her that during the winter her eon with- 
drew himself completely from all society ; and al- 
though she was displeased at his growing misan- 
thropy, yet she had always loved in him the object 
of her schemes of ambition, rather than himself; 
and as these now centred in her grandson, her 
son, who had dared to disappoint them, gradually 
lost the power of mortifying her by their failure in 
his own case. 

She was not quite bo fortunate with respect to. 
the D'Aubaine family. They did not suffer them- 
selves, as she had hoped, to be detained at court 
for the whole year, but having passed the summer 
in their ancestral residence, they removed in the 
autumnto Ardoise, which was surrounded l^ forests 
admirably adapted for the cfaace. The count, how- 
ever, considered the projected alliance as so far 
settled, that he gave his wife permission to impart 
to FraD9oise the intentjions of her parents. 

In extreme agitation, and almost stunned by 
grief and terror, the unhappy Fran^otse received 
Uie announcement which threatened to cut her off 
for ever from all the hopes of her young heart, 
and, too natural and sincere to conceal her feelings, 
ber mother was instantly made acqumnted with 
ber seeret. 

At the time when these young people endea- 
voured to decide their fate according to the feel- 
ings of their hearts, such a thing was scarcely 
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knovn as a marria^ which bad not been precon- 
certed between tbe parents, vitb no further con- 
sideration than that of outward circumstancM. 
Neither culdratioD, kindness of beart, nor parental 
affection could affect tbig system established 
amongst tbe great families ; and tbe consequent 
marriages, contracted merely for the sake of appear- 
ances, while they served to cloak and foster the 
increasing demoralisation of the upper classes, 
failed to draw attention to the unjustifiable nature 
of such a proceeding. But in this instence there 
was a slight deviation from the est^lisbed rule, 
which was attributable to Reginald's individual 
merits. Both parents had so fully appreciated bis 
remarkable qualities, that they appeared in a cer- 
tain degree to enter into the feelings of their 
daughter. If Reginald bad been Count de Cr^, 
they would have been fully satisfied, and would 
have shared in her wishes. The utmost, however, 
that could be conceded, was that they would wait 
and see, whether, on the return of the two young 
men, whftn the heads of their respective families 
should meet, any means could be found for effect- 
ing such an arrangement, provided always that the 
fomily connexions of the young man, concerning 
whom they knew but little, should render such a 
union posuble. Tliis magnanimous concession, 
which proved them superior to the age in which 
tbey lived, preserved tbe beart of Fran^oise from 
tbe slow disease of hopeless love, and gave her 
greater confidence than her parents^could possibly 
have intended to awaken. 
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8T. ROCHE. 5 

' The aniral of the Mar^hale de Cr&y, who 
anoounced her intention of meeting her gr&ndBon 
at Ardoige, was not very encouraging to her hopes, 
for she aaBumed that decided manner which indi- 
cateB a settled purpose, and Fran9oiBe felt that 
she treated her like a graod-daughter, as if no 
further reserve were necessary. 

This resolute woman perceived the advantage 
which her presence gave her, and was firmly 
determined to keep a strict watch over the future, 
and to suffer no further interruption of her plane. 
She was freed from the presence of two unwel- 
come additions to the party, for Miss Lester was 
returned to England, and though Ellen Gray had 
remained in France as a hride, she^was already 
married to the son of the late castellan of St. 
Roche. Notwithstanding this, the mar^chale 
required of her son that he should despatch an 
order to Reginald, not to accompany Count Louis 
to Ardoiee, but to join him immediately at Paris. 

There is no doubt that Reginald would have 
oheyed the commands of his guardian, however 
hard he might have found it to do so in this 
particular case, but the letter never reached 
him. The impatience to reach Ardoise, which, 
without acknowledging it to each other, was felt- in 
an equal degree by both the young men, made 
them hurry their journey so much, as to arrive two 
days earlier than they were expected. 

Their sudden appearance was the first thing 
which disturbed the mar^hale's scheme, of pre- 
venting all opposition hy the immediate celebra- 
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6 ST. BOCHE. 

tiOQ of the betrottiaL The whole a^r took a 
more natural course. Fran9oise and Keginald 
met again at an age in which two years of absence 
could only produce a change for the better. 
Glances of surprise and delight greeted each other 
from their eyes, and the marechale could not 
prevent the disclosure, in a few brief words, of 
their unaltered sentiments, to which Fran^oiae, still 
sustained by a secret hope, felt herself justified ia 
listening. 

Tbe reception which Reginald met with front 
the whole family excited in the breast of the 
mar^hale indescribable feelings of anger and 
uneasiness i and after a short consultation with 
the Marquis de SouvrS, who had accompanied 
her, she requested an interview with the father of 
Fran^oise. 

" Count," began she, " I hare an apology to 
make to you, as I fear, that, iu consequence of the 
great and inconsiderate weakness which both the 
Count and the late Countess de Cr^cy had for the 
obscure young man whom they called Chevalier de 
St. Roche, you might suppose that it is shared 
by me, and that I approve of his presence here. 
That is by no means the case: for not only have 
1 always treated this young man, who has no 
claim whatever to a place amongst us, in a mwiner 
befitting my position, but I also insiBted, in thia 
instance, that he should not again thrust himself 
upon your hospitality, and that orders should be 
sent to him to proceed straight to Paris. The 
young man declares that he never received this 
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ST. BOCHE. 7 

order; which 1 am bound to believe, eince bia 
words are confirmed by my grandaoti. Thus hia 
presence here is explained; and I hope you will 
not consider me accountable for the introduction (^ 
so unfitting a member into your turcle." 

" Indeed, madam," replied the count, with real 
uoeasinesB, " I am not a little astonished at such a 
commuoication respecting a young man, whose 
title to the favour he enjoyed in your fomily I 
could not doubt. Nor do I deny, that I cannot 
entirely excuse the Count de Cr^y, for not having 
Booner given me a hint on the subject, as I should 
then undoubtedly have been more circumspect 
with regard to the footing on which he was placed 
in my family. But pray tell me who the young 
man is?" 

"As to that, God only knowB," answered the 
mar^hale, firmly ; "some foundling, the ofispring 
of some unlawful conoexion, coDcerning which my 
son or my daughter-in-law had their own reasons 
for silence. You know tliey were both full of 
high-flown ideas ; and instead of bringing up so 
obscure a being as the servant of my grandson, 
they preferred making him hia playfellow, and 
giving bim such an education as would have befitted 
high rank ; and to all this they added the .impro- 
priety of placing him on a level with tbeir sou in 
society." 

** I confess," said the Count d'Aubaine, who ww 
mortified for more reasons than one, " that I cannot 
approve such conduct any more than yourself. 
The young man will himself have to suffer for 
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8 ST. EOCHE. 

being thus raieed above bis proper station. He 
has now attained tbe age when bis claims must 
be proTed, and it will be a veiy painful surprise to 
him to see them vanish into nothing." 

" Let him bear it as the penalty of bis presump- 
Uon," replied tbe mar^cbale, coldly ; " provided we 
can but keep our socie^ free from such blemishes I 
I should lay my commands up<Hi bim to return 
instantly to Paris, if I did not feel myself com- 
pelled to adhere to the system which I have hi' 
therto pursued towards him, — that of never ap- 
pearing to notice him ; for I have never recognised 
his usurped position by so much as a word or a 
look. Besides, as my grand3on''s stay here cannot 
extend beyond two days, on account of the ap- 
proach of the presentations at Versailles, I think, 
if you will put up with this umoyance until then, 
we bad better take no notice of bis presence. The 
position which tbe young count will assume in 
Paris must of necessity separate them from one 
another, and this young man will not come in our 
way again." 

*' What !^ cried the Count d'Auhaine, *' must the 
Count de Cr^cy's stay here be so short? Do you 
not know," added be, with a smile, " that we have 
a great deal to do in that time?" 

The mar^chale was pleased. " So it seems, my 
dear count," sud she ; " and since I, as tbe repre- 
sentative of the suitor, must, of course, be the first 
to speak, we will, if you please, proceed at once 
to tbe Countess d'Auhaine, and I will prefer my 
suit" 
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ST. BOCBE. 9 

He offiared her bis arm, and witb seDtimente 
completely io unison, they proceeded to this im- 
portant interview, which' was to decide upon the 
happiness of two beings whose own feelings on the 
subject were never taken into consideration. In 
fact, no doubt ever crossed the mind of the Count 
d'Aubiune, after what he -had heard, as to the only 
course which be coneidered tint he could with 
propriety adopt ; for although we must in justice 
bear witness to his having been the best of men 
and of fathers, yet it was not possible that he 
should be so completely free horn the prejudices 
of the age in which he lived, as to imagine that 
personal merit could possibly be considered as an 
equivalent for the difference of birth. He felt 
angry at the mistake he had made in placing the 
young man on so intimate a footing in his house, 
without more minute inquiry as to bis position, 
and, with paternal tendemesB, only thought of 
lightening the burden of shame which he doubted 
not Fran^oiaa would feel, on learning how un- 
worthy was the object whom she had suffered to 
gtun an influence over her affections. Id order, 
however, to give his wife, who was not prepared, 
a hint for the guidance of her own conduct, after 
the first salutations, he began by entreating her to 
join him in setting the mind of the mar^chale 
at rest concerning the companion of the young 
Count de Crecy, relating to her at the same time 
the humiliating account which the mar^cbale had 
just given of him. 

Its effect upon her could not be far different 
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JTom that produced upon her husband. The 
mar^chale concealed her owu feelings in a torrent 
of woida, and appeared to aotice notbing further ; 
but she plainly perceived the look of consternation 
exchanged between the husband and wife, which 
confirmed ber conTiction of the necessity of the 
hasty step she bad taken. 

When the parentB bad received in due form the 
proposals of the mar^chale in the name of her 
grandson, they gave their consent without any 
further appeal to Fran^oise. The young Count 
Louie was summoned, and the mar^cbale an- 
nounced to him the tidings of bis happiness, which 
he received with the rapture of a young and ardent 
lover. But with this he was obliged for the pre- 
sent to be satisfied; for the counieaa wished, as she 
said, to prepare her daughter to receive him as ber 
betrothed; and the young count was compelled 
to sit beside Fran^oise at supper, without ven- 
turing in any way to express his feelings. 

When the party had separated for the night, the 
Countess d'Aubaine summoned her daughter to 
her room, and here tiie unhappy Fran9oise learnt 
that she was the betrothed bride of the Count de 
Crecy. 'ITie countess saw her daughter turn pale 
at the words, and the distracted and imploring 
gaze which she turned upon her mother; ^le 
therefore hastened to impart to her all that she 
deemed sufficient to quench her misdirected wishes, 
and there followed an explanation on the subject 
of Reginald, according to the account given of him 
by the mar^chale. 
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ST. EOCHB. 11 

ThU WBB too much. Fran9oiBe hod been 
brought up in the views of the class to which she 
belonged: she knew that a stain upon hie birth, 
snch as was thus insinuated, leit no room for 
hope, — that death could not hare been a more 
effectual barrier between them ; but, in opposition 
to this conviction, Reginald's image arose before 
her, privileged and gifted by nature to a degree 
which so fully justified the preference which both 
her heart and her understanding had bestowed upon 
him, that she felt that hers had been no error, but 
the work of a fearful destiny; and completely 
overpowered by tliis feeling, she sank sobbing at her 
mother's feet. 

Whether the gentle Countess d'Aubaioe fully 
understood her daughter's feelings, it is impossible 
to say ; perhaps she might have supposed that the 
tears of Fran^oise were those of shame ; but her 
niaternat heart was touched, and the words ad- 
dressed to her were mild and affectionate, though 
directed at random : at all events, she shewed her 
the kindness of not checking the flow of her tears 
by ill-timed admonitions; and the unhappy girl 
wept out the first bitterness of her grief at the feet 
of her mother. 

It would have been easy for any one who should 
have gazed the next morning upon the pale face of 
the beautiful Fran^oise, to guess how the night, 
which followed upon such tardy and terrible dis- 
closures, had been passed. 

Yet this was overlooked, by some intentionally, 
by some in unsuspecting confidence. The betrothal 



»i by Google 



1 2 ST. BOCHE. 

took place. Fran^oise appeared lihe one in a dream, 
and remained ae cold and unmoved when her band 
was laid in that of her unrequited lover, as if sbe 
had been but the spectatress of a ceremony in 
which she was totally unconcerned. If anything 
there was which lightened the anguish of Fraofoise, 
or lessened the happiness of Cr^cy, it was the ah- 
sence of Reginald, which had been observed the 
evening before. The departure of both the youog 
men bad been fixed for the next day, and his sud- 
den disappearance was the more remarkable, as he 
had said nothing to Louis on the subject The 
hour of dinner was already past, and the Count 
d'Aubaine coldly yielded to the entreaties of his 
new son-in-kw, to send in search of him; and 
when the messengers returned without bringing 
any tidings. Count Louis would not suffer himself 
to be dissuaded from going himself in quest of him. 
He was more fortunate, for knowing Reginald's 
favourite haunts, he at once hastened towards the 
foreBt, which bounded the park ; and towards the 
centre of it and in the neighbourhood of an old 
stone quarry, bis well-known call and signals re- 
ceived their equally well-known answer. In the 
greatest joy he hastened towards the spot whence 
it proceeded, and at the same moment Reginald, 
advancing from the opposite direction, ran forward 
to meet him. 

They flew into each other's arms, as if they had 
been separated for years, and stimulated, as it ap- 
peared, by some unusual excitement, there was on 
Reginald's side even more depth of feeling and ten- 
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ST. EOCHE. 13 

derness thsn on that of Louis. " Oh i Lome, my 
own dear Louie, bow happy your faithful affection 
makes me, even though I may have caused you 
some uneasiness ! " This was bis reply to the 
questions and affectionate reproaches of the young 
Count, as they walked on arm in arm until they 
reached an open spot in the forest, where the moon 
shone with the brightness of day. Here Rej^nald 
stopped, and turned his companion towards the 
light, to gaze upon bis countenance, as if be bad 
never seen him before. Louis at the same time 
remarked how pale and altered Reginald was. 
— hew agitated be seemed, — what an effort it 
cost him to command his feelings. " Reginald," 
sud be, "some strange event has happened to 
you ! " 

" To-morrow — I will tell you all to-morrow," 
replied Reginald quickly, with & significant glance 
at the escort of ibe count, and especially at the 
servant of. the Marquis de Souvre, who was nar- 
rowly watching their proceedings. 

But Louis had himself much to say to so dear a 
confidant; he therefore ordered the servants to 
precede them, and inform the party of the Buccess 
of their researches. But even when they were 
alone, Reginald felt it impossible to impart his 
tidings. 

" Spare me, Louis," said be. " What I have 
learnt is so over whelming, that I feel bewildered by 
the excitement of feeling it has caused ; but be 
aeaured that what I now know will only unite us 
more closely, more firmly, to each other; it sanc- 
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tioiiB our deep affectioo, and will atone for fearful 
injuries." 

" I am convinced, dear Reginald, that nothing 
ean shake our mutual affection, and that ia why I 
ask no questions ; but I am greatly astonished that 
you can have learnt anything which bo specially 
affects yourself." 

" It does not affect me especially. It involves 
your fate as well as mine, wbichbas hitherto been 
withheld from us; but spare me now — it wrings 
my heart. Only hear this one word. I have two 
conditions to make with you : one is, that we two 
shall pass by St. Roche on our way to Paris, and 
that, in order to do so, we shall set off this very 
night; the other, that we maiutain the most ahso- 
lute secrecy on the subject of this d£tour, for were 
the marechale or Souvr^ informed of our intention, 
they would prevent it at all costs." 

" That is strange, Reginald," cried Louts ; " and 
I own I am unwilling to consent, for I hate all 
concealment." 

" So do I, dear Louis ; and yet I have vowed 
to bring you thither. Think, then, how pressing 
must be the reasons which constrain me, and en- 
able me to redeem the word I have pledged to 
myself." 

" Well, then, so I will ; and now that is settled, 
and let us eay no more about it," cried Louis; 
" and as you can tell me so little at present, listen 
to what I long to tell you. I, Reginald, I — am 
happy. This very morning I was betrothed to 
Fran9oise ; and nothing was wanting to my hap- 
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pioeas but you : I could scarcely endure your 
absence." 

Reginald started coDvulsively. He stopped : he 
looked round at Louis; the path they vere follow- 
ing was dark, and he could aee but indistinctly the 
happy being who had thus UBConsciously dealt a 
death-blow to the friend whom he lov^ so dearly. 

" Fran^oise — Fran^oise betrothed to you!" cried 
he, in broken accents ; " it is impossible .' Even 
yesterday — no, Louis — no, you are trifling with me. 
It is nta possible — no ! Fran^oise cannot be be- 
trothed to you— say that she is not ! Speak the 
truth — it is too cruel a jest !" 

" What does this mean ? " cried Louts, struck by 
a fearful presentiment. " Reginald, compose your- 
self. Speak plainly — openly to me. O God ! 
what a foreboding ! Why are you filled with grief 
and horror, and at that in which I had believed 
you would only find cause for joy ?" 

"Tell me," said Reginald ; " you are betrothed— 
did she betroth herself to you? did the acknow- 
ledge her love for you ? Answer me, Louis, or I 
shall lose my senses." 

" No, Reginald, she did not She neither be- 
trothed herself to me of her own accord, nor did 
she make any avowal of love for me ; and now at 
length I feel what this means. I perceive how my 
own wishes have blinded me, for I looked upon this 
betrothal, effected by her parents, as the fulfilment 
of alt my hopes. Oh ! Reginald, what have we 
done ? Loved each other so tenderly, and yet 
withheld from each other that which was most im- 
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portant of ail. Oh I tell me— tell me if my fore- 
bodings are correct ? you posaees mare ehare in 
her than I, betrothed though I am ? " 

*' Louis," cried Regiuald, sioking upon his 
bosom, *' I possess her heart Two years ago we 
promised to be faithful to each other. I was com- 
pelled to ke«p silence even towards you, for it was 
her wish." 

"But, now, now?" stammered Louis, "have you 
spoken to her since your return V 

*' Yesterday 1 received from her lips the assur- 
ance of her unaltered aflection." 

Louis turned away, and scalding tears burst from 
his eyes. 

" I understand it all," said he, in a falier- 
ing voice; "her deadly paleness — her inanimate 
resignation. Oh ! God, why did I not perceive 
it sooner I" 

There was a painful pause. Louis was the 
first to move — he turned to bis beloved Keginald, 
and threw himself into his arms. 

" Louis," said Reginald, " we can at present 
form no resolution beyond that of not suffering 
ourselves to be estranged from each other, and to 
unite in all truth and honour in determining, at 
the cost of every sacrifice, to secure the happiness 
of this beloved being. I know not what tbe event 
may be. If she must obey her parents, then you' 
may depend upon me — I shall seek only to suffer 
alone ; but if her affections can be spared, will you 
join with me in pledging yourself to a similar 
renunciation ?" 
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" So be tt,^' said Louis, who felt bimself 
strengthened and comforted by tbe noble resolve, 
which, far from estranging bim from his friend, only 
united tbem mora closely. But now both were 
silent, for a sound as of a person retreating in haste 
made them fearful that they had been overheard. 
Tb^r calls, bowever, remained unanswered, and 
they were too much occupied with tbemsehes to 
pay much attention to this circumstanoe. 

It was late when tbey reached Ardoise. The 
Count d'Aubaine alone remained in the saloon : he 
received them both rather drily, and seemed scarcely 
to notice a few words of apology from Re^nald. 
Louis felt the affront to bis friend, and it gave 
bim the more courage to announce tbeir imme- 
diate departure to tbe count, and to charge him 
with tbeir adieus to the ladies ; upon which the 
count, evidently offended, after a few words, 
shewing tbe impression made upon bim, took 
leave of them at once, without opposing their 
project. 

Thus tliey parted, in a singular frame of mind ; 
and the extreme astonishment of the Count d'Au- 
bune was justified by more than one circumstance, 
for the agitation of the two young men did not 
suffer tbem to perceive how extraordinary tbeir 
conduct must seem. Even their appearance could 
not fail to excite surprise, for Reginald was so agi- 
tated, and his conntenance so altered and so deadly 
pale, that tbe count could look upon him only as 
one driven to desperation, and was much troubled 
to perceive that his condition was in some degree 
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shared by IxiuIb, the cause of which he waB able, 
how uDwilhng soever, to diviae. 

When the youDg men reached their apartments, 
they learned that the Countess Frangoise had been 
taken ill, but was going on favourably. 

" Above all» it is necessary that we should leave 
this place immediately, — that I plainly perceive," 
said Louis, moumfully. " We must settle this matter 
at Paris, with Fen61on and my father." 

" Ob ! why is your mother no longer living ? ^ 
sighed Reginald. 

That same night the young men with their suite 
left Ardoise, and pushed forward with the utmost 
speed, changing horses ae often as they could pro- 
cure them, in order, if possible, to reach St. Rot^e 
the following evening. 

During this melancholy journey, Reginald often 
endeavoured to conquer his agitation eufficiently to 
explain to his friend the cause of this secret and 
hasty step. But the task was a difficult one ; he 
seemed overpowered by the tenderest affection for 
Louis, mingled with a degree of melancholy, — of 
fearful anxiety,— which rather inclined him to endure 
the painful interval in silent resignation. By frag- 
ments, and at intervals, he at length imparted t« him 
what we will relate in a more connected manner. . 

The evening that Reginald was first missed, a 
servant of the family informed him that a measeQ- 
ger had just been at the castle, who had inquired 
for him to tell him that some one was waiting for 
him at the forester's lodge, and conjured him to 
go thither immediately. 
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Ab Re^nald bad do hope of seeing Fraa^oise 
d'Aubaine in the saloon before supper, a walk 
through the forest appeared to him no unpleasant 
way of passing the time. To the myBterious na- 
ture of the summons be paid but little attention, 
being more occupied with the reflection, that, in 
order to reach the forest, he must pass by that 
portion of the castle which Fran^otse inhabited. 
His hopes were not disappointed, the door of the 
low balcony was open, and be perceived from afar 
her pale blue satin dress, and the white roses in 
her dark hair. This costume was in itself a pledge 
of her truth: thus he had beheld her for the first 
time, and she knew how much he liked it. She 
perceived him, and as, concealed by the under- 
wood, he sank on one knee, and raised bis bands 
ae if imploring a token of her favour, he saw her 
disengage a rose from her hair, and dropping it 
gently over the edge of the balcony, she bestowed 
the only thing of which he deemed himself in need 
upon the happy Reginald, who now rapidly pur- 
sued his walk towards the forester's lodge in the 
most cheerful spirits. 

We must forgive bim if he completely forgot the 
object of his walk, and was obliged, when he 
arrived, to collect bis thoughts, in order to under- 
stand what the forester meant by leading him by a 
backway to a small detacbed apartment. But al- 
though his dazzled eyes scarcely at first rendered 
him their proper service, be at once recognised 
the clear sharp voice, with the broad dialect, which 
immediately accosted him with, — 
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« It is only in obedience to my mother's com. 
mands that I am here, for the manner in which you 
repulsed me the first time was quite sufficient to 
deter me from such an errand." 

" MisB Ellen Gray!" cried Reginald; "how 
surprised I am to find you here !" 

" Surprised or not surprised," replied she, pout- 
ingly; "it is your business, and not mine, which 
brings me here, — and my name, bo please you, ie 
not Ellen Gray, but Madame St. Albans." 

" Then, madam, forgive my mistake, and be 
assured of my gratitude. If I have offended you, 
do not be too severe with me, for now I recollect 
that before my departure you imparted some tidings 
to me which were overlooked by my youth and 
thoughtlessness." 

"Yes, of course, overlooked I" cried she, an- 
grily ; " overlooked, because so insignificant a per- 
son as Ellen Gray could have nothing to tell 
which could be worth reigembering." ' 

" Perhaps," replied Reginald, who was heartily 
tired of her behaviour, " I may now be able to 
make good my fault, and convince you of the 
injustice of your suspicions." 

'* I hope BO, indeed ! " exclaimed she, with one 
of those bursts of tears which so easily destroy all 
sympathy, being a mixture of feeling, and of that 
sensitiveness common to women, which is rather 
temper than anything else; "and believe me, it 
will not be to your disadvantage; for," added 
she, still sobbing, " my mother, the guardian of 
your childhood, whom you have so completely for- 
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gotten that you would not yield to her entreatieB 
the first time, now conjures you to follow me in- 
stantly to the monastery of Tabor, whither she is 
come to meet you.^ 

"What I now — to-day?" cried Reginald> in as- 
tonishment. 

*' Is that too much to ask ? Is that again impos- 
uble ? have you no other duties beyond that of 
amusing yourself in the company of those proud 
grandees ?" 

"You do me wroi^, Madame St. Albans. I 
am by no means inseneible to the duty of gratitude 
which I owe to the guardian of my childhood ; but 
you cannot in justice overlook the fact that my 
absence would appear very uncourteoue, as our 
stay at Ardoise is limited to two days." 

"Oh! my poor, poor mother!" exclaimed Ma- 
dame St. Albans, with an expression of such real 
sorrow that now at length Re^nald'e sympathy was 
awakened. *' She will not survive a second disap- 
pointment Chevalier, 1 implore you, — reflect 
what you are doing. If you knew the woman who 
sends to you, you would obey her summons, how- 
ever great the distance. She never speaks an idle 
word, and all who know her obey her. And now 
that she implores you, as she never did any other 
living creature, — that she sends me to urge you, — 
that her anxiety is as intense as if your life de- 
pended upon it, you may be sure the matter is of 
importance. Leave every other consideration to 
its fate, and come with me. I have a little cabriolet 
from the convent, and if we start immediately we 
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abal] arrive (iuring the night, and you can be 
back again by mid-day to-morrow. 

Reginald heaitated. Suddenly, he knew not 
whether in consequence of Ellen's words, or of his 
own free will, he felt an inward impulse to go with 
her. He told her so, and wished to send the 
forester to the castle to make his excuses. 

But to this Ellen opposed herself in the most 
dedded manner. No one was to suspect her 
presence, — that was her mother's express com- 
mand ; and the forester, who was in her mo- 
ther's interest, would not act contrary to her 
orders. 

In a few minutes he was seated at Ellen's side 
in the little cabriolet, in which the monks were in 
the habit of visiting their parishioners, and rolling 
rapidly on towards the monastery, without the 
task of listening to EUen's conversation, who sat 
in moody silence, to shew her wrong-headed ill- 
humour. 

The morning was already beginning to dawn 
when they reached the monastery. They were 
kindly received by its inhabitants, and informed 
tliat Mrs. Gray was already arrived, and was 
waiting for them in the apartments of the prior. 
When Reginald entered the lofty vaulted room, 
which gave evidence of the wealth of the head of 
the monastery, he saw the venerable prior standing 
before a woman seated in a high arm-chair, who 
raised a pale, emaciated, stern countenance to his, 
and appeared to listen to his words with great 
disapprobation. 
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" Re6ect maturely upon what I have told you," 
said he, preparing to depart. "A word is soon 
spoken, but what is once spoken can never be 
recalled: as soon as it is beard by another it 
becomes his property, with all its dangers, — with 
all its conaequencea, — which no words can then 
avert" 

The woman bowed her head coldly. " You have 
given me counsel according to your views, and 
you have done right; I shall act according to my 
views, and shall do right also." 

The prior listened with a slight shake of the 
head to these abrupt words, rendered more so by 
the dry tone and defective pronunciation of the 
speaker; hut his looks shewed how hopeless he 
felt it to influence such firm determination. 

"Then may God have mercy upon you, and 
[HKisper your purpose ! " said he, taking leave of 
her; and as he turned, stopped in surprise before 
Reginald, who had stood still at the further end 
of the room, beside the lay-brotJier who had 
been his guide. " I believe, Mrs. Gray," said he, 
turning to her, " that this is your foster-son !" 

The unhappy wonian gazed in the direction 
indicated by the prior ; and how could she have 
foiled to recognise him, whose every feature bore 
witness that he was indeed Flora's son. 

She rose hastily as if to advance tQ.wards him, — 
then suddenly stopped, grasping the arm of the 
chair, and gazing fixedly at Reginald, who came 
up to her with a friendly smile, which only in- 
creased his likeness to Flora. 
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" For heaven's sake, Mrs. Gray," cried tbe 
prior, " compose yourself, — sit down." Her pre- 
maturely aged form tottered, aud her eyes closed. 
Tbe prior supported her, aud assisted ber to sit' 
down ; but he saw that she was struggling to 
prevent herself from fainting, and the benevolent 
old man himself supplied her with a refreshing 
elixir, which soon restored her to herself and 
recalled all her native energy. She repulsed his 
attentions almost angrily, as if surprised and in- 
dignant at her own weakness: "Let me alone!" 
said sbe, roughly ; " it was nothing — a slight weak- 
ness — the fatigue of the journey — 1 am not accus- 
tomed to that sort of thing— it was a momentary 
giddiness." 

*^ My dear old friend," now exclaimed Reginald, 
upon whose mind her image rose like a dream; 
<* look at me. I am sure you must know me 
again, since I can recognise you I Tell me, is not 
your name Amy?" 

The stem woman started at tbe first soft and 
kindly tones of his voice. The prior stepped aside, 
and Amy beheld the youth kneeling beside her. 
every feature of bis beautiful countenance, fraught 
to her with so many recollections, lighted up by 
the bright morning beams. She laid her hand on 
the rich masses of his curling hair, and fixed a 
keen, scrutinising gaze upon bis features. She 
was withdrawn from all recollection of herself; 
her bosom heaved with heavy sighs, «Dd large 
tears rolled singly down her cheeks; yet she was 
unconscious that she thus betrayed ber emotion. 
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Re^nald'B noble and feeling heart underBtood ber, 
and he would oot disturb ber : with an affection- 
ate smile be endured, Without moving, tbe long 
scrutiny of those despairing eyes, and the prior was 
the first to interrupt this silent scene, which be 
couM no longer comprehend. 

On perceiving him, whom she had completely 
overlooked, to be the witness of her emotion, she 
instantly resumed her old abrupt manner : " You 
here, prior ? I thought you had promised me an 
undisturbed interview? Very well; if we are in 
your way here, shew us some other place." 

" Calm yourself," replied the prior, with s good- 
humoured smile; " I am going, and you shall 
experience no further interruption." 

" Pray do so," exclaimed she, impatiently ; 
" time waits for no man." 

When the prior had withdrawn, Reginald sprang 
from his knees, and with a childlike eagerness 
flung bis arms round tbe neck of bis old nurse, 
whom be now fully 'recognised. " Oh ! Amy, my 
dear Amy, how could I forget you so completely, 
sinra I can remember everything now that I see 
you again? How 1 thank you for having forced 
me to come and see you I and how heartily glad I 
shall be to talk to you, and to recall with you all 
the recollections of my childhood !" 

Amy's countenance assumed an expression as if 
she would have smiled ; but she had suffered gnef 
to entwine itself too closely with every fibre of 
ber being — she could smile no more. Even the 
rapture which she felt at the sight of her darliug 
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was a shock which served but to rerire the sorrows 
that time had deadened. 

" Reginald t Reginald ! my beloved child I pre- 
dous relic of your sainted mother!" cried she; 
" what we have to do is more serious, — more 
important. Long, long since should you have 
known what I have now to tell you. But the 
savages tore you from me ; they dreaded what it 
lay in my power to reveal to you. And how was 
I to find you in that fearful Babylon to which they 
bore you ? And when Ellen aaw you, — when for 
the first time you were again near me, — then you 
refused to obey my commands. The foolish people 
yonder had possession of your heart, and you forgot 
your duty towards me !" 

" Ofa, pray forgive me, and do not reproach me 
any more with what now grieves me so much! It 
was because I had quite forgotten you," 

" Forgotten ! forgotten j" repeated Amy, bitterly; 
" forgotten ! That is a drop of your father's blood : 
your mother knew nothing of that Ha ! young 
man, if I thought that you had more of that 
fotber in you" — and she gazed upon him so wildly, 
that be almost shuddered. 

" Tell me, Amy," began he, in order to divert 
her thoughts, "did you know my father so well? 
and will you tell me about both my parents, of 
whom I have never heard ?" 

" Yea, my child, I will: it was for tins purpose 
that I came hither, and summoned you to meet 
me. But do not rejoice in the prospect: you 
will bear that which will stop the pulsations of 
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your heart, and wither your youdi. And yet you 
must know it; for you must demand justice for 
your mother,— for that mother whom your father 
disbopoured !" 

"Oh, Amy!" cried Reginald, startled by her 
manner, and beginniog to doubt the soDndnees of 
ber intellect, " spare the dead I if he sinned, he 
has ere this received his eternal doom before Qod's 
judgment-seat: do not make the son the judge 
of bis dead father!" 

" Dead ? " cried Amy, fiercely. " God has 
given him life as a punisbmeot. Yes ; fae lives ! 
and, I trust, in all the misery that he deservee ! 
Tell me," continued she, without noticing Ro- 
nald's looks of horror, " whether that chat- 
tering thing, Ellen, told me truly, that the Count 
de Cr^y leads a life of gloomy and misanthropic 
retirement, in which he finds neither happiness 
nor consolation.'* 

"What of him. Amy?" cried Reginald, trem- 
bling: "what IB that unhappy man to you, who 
has been my benefactor from my youth up, and 
vbose melancholy I sincerely deplore?" 

" Be silent," exclaimed Amy, " and spare your 
seuselesB pity ! This benefactor, as you dare to 
call him, has robbed you of your name, — of your 
rank, — is the murderer of your mother, — the 
blackest villain upon earth, and your own father ! 
You are his first-born, legitimate aon ! " 

With a loud cry Reginald sprang up wildly, 
as if he were beside himself; he seized hold of 
Amy, and shook ber violently: he was ghastly 
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pale, the perepiratioD stood in drops upon bie 
brov, and the ciy that broke from hia lips seemed 
the utterance of a bursting faearL " Woman, it is 
felse!^ he at lengtb broke forth; "or -you are 
mad. Where am I? — is there none to save me 
from the poison of her words?" He threw himself 
upon the ground, and covered his face. 

Amy looked on unmoved, as upon that which 
she had long foreseen, and which was inevitable. 
At length she calmly said, **Ye8, yes, you are 
right. It would be better that I were mad, — 
better even that I lied, — than that this were the 
truth, the terrible truth that it is ! And it bad 
nearly come to that, my child : it was you alone 
that preserved me from madness: your innocent 
eyes, your smiles, your lisping words, your totter- 
ing footsteps, — they had power to retain a human 
heart within me." She sighed deeply and heavily, 
and then sat calmly widting until the first burst of 
Reginald's grief should have expended itself. She 
had not long to wait. He sprang up again, ex- 
cited by the torture he endured. But she had 
prophesied truly: his heart no longer heat freely — 
it seemed as if a blight had fallen upon bis youth. 

" This must be confirmed," said he, in a hollow 
voice. "Give me proofs. What you say is hard, — 
very hard; it is a death-stroke to many; and I — 
I can never be happy again I" 

" What matters it," said Amy, sternly, " if you 
can but avenge your mother? if you, — you, the 
only lawful Count de Cr6cy, — demand and assert 
your rights for the sake of your mother's honour?" 
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"And the present Count de Cr&y — Louis?" 
cried Reginald, in a toue of anguish. 

" Is a bastard I rejected and accursed by all 
Uws, human and divine !" 

"But still HV BROTHER 1" cried Reginald. "My 
BBOTHER ! Louis, my brother I " 

Itwas this thought that aaved him from despair; 
it was the sunbeam of love which burst the icy fet- 
ters in which bis heart was struggling, and re- 
stored it to its natural element. Louis was his 
brother — there was rapture in the thought I and, 
oh [ shall we not forgive him if he felt more as a 
brother than as a son. This name was to he pur- 
chased at the fearful price of hatred, and of ven- 
geance — the remembrance of his brother was his 
only comfort in that fearful hour. 

Amy Gray looked upon him with displeasure. 
He did not respond to the feelings of inexorable 
indignation which filled her heart ; she had no 
standard by which to measure bis young and noble 
nature, as yet unsullied by thoughts of evil. But 
she controlled herself He was still ignorant of his 
mother's fate : Uiat would inspire him with the 
frame of mind which she expected. 

" Sit down," sud she, in a tone of authority, 
" we have much before us still ; there is much — 
much that you must hear — that you must listen to 
with a calm, clear intellect, and lay up in your 
memory, that you maybe able to withstaod the de- 
vilish artifices which will be employed against you." 

Reginald obeyed her, shuddering. The excite- 
pWQt caused by what he had just learned suffered 
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him to form no distinct idea; bat be detennined 
closely to prove and examine what he was about to 
hear. His boding heart did not accuse the imperi- 
ous old woman of untruth; but he thought it pos- 
sible that her strong passions might have led her 
to a distorted view of facts; and how was his heart 
warmed by the noble desire to appease hatred and 
to palliate guilt! 

We already know what Amy Gray had to impart 
to him ; and if we add, that she concealed no- 
thing, and with the full vigour of her understanding 
omitted nothing which could serve to substantiate 
the facta, it will be easily understood how Reginald 
beheld all his pious hopes overthrown. His coun- 
tenance became paler and paler, as he sat with his 
fixed gaze resting upon the aged woman before 
him, a priestess of vengeance, on whose stern fea- 
tures no trace of forbearance or compassion min- 
gled with her indignant denunciation. Premature 
old age had furrowed her countenance, and bowed 
her form ; her dress was of mourning, the deep- 
est and most austere: the high import of the 
thoughts which filled her mind gave a tragic dig- 
nity to her demeanour, and, without his being con- 
sciouB of it, these external characterietics contri- 
buted to give weight to her words. Reginald felt 
the power of truth. He listened to her, and stored 
up her sayings in his mind, but be ceased to sit in 
judgment upon them. She told him no more than 
the truth, but that was sufficiently awful. As she 
ceased, she fixed her penetrating gaze upon Regi- 
nald. He started, and raising his hands to heaven, 
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he ezelaitned, " Oh ! my mother t I will proclaim 
myself your son before God sod man. Look down 
upon me in pity, for in so doing I devote myself to 
misery I — I^ust tee my mother's grave '." cried he, 
hastily tumiog to Amy. " I must see St Roche I 
Good God I that I should hear that name I" He 
paused, and then continued : <' But Louis still re- 
mune my brother — my guiltless brother 1 Amy, I 
will protect and save him — he shall not be dis- 
honoured and exposed to the contempt of the world. 
Do you hear me, Amy ? Ob ! my mother," cried 
be, again rwsing his hands to heaven, " 1 will pro- 
tect my brother,, and thus honour ber, who pro- 
tected and loved your son ! Amy," be continued, 
<* to-morrow I will bring my brother to you, and 
you shall yourself tell him all — all, as you have 
told it to me." 

" Ha I" exclaimed Amy, ■* the bastard I he who 
drove you from your lawful rights?" 

*' Silence I" cried Re^nald, with all the vehe- 
mence of grief, " nor ever dare to call him by that 
name again. Louis is ht brother — he must, he 
■Aa/f be as legitimate as I am, and I will only share 
with him!" 

For one moment Amy felt herself subdued by 
the impetuous resolution of the youth, but it was 
with a consciousness of secret satisfaction. It gave 
her pleasure th^t he sboald dare to defy even lur, 
and she gladly experienced from her foster-son what 
she would have endured irom no one else. 

" The documents," he continued, " the page of 
the church register which contains the certificate of 
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my parents' marriage, and that of my baptism, you 
must keep for me. I must see Sl Roche, and 
visit her grave. — Her grave! — Oht that is the 
moet pressing duty I have in this world. First her 
grave," cried he, " and then back to a life of hope- 
less wretchedaesa." 

Overwhelmed by the hltterness of bis feelings he 
burst into tears, and she who could no longer weep, 
watched in deep and thoughtful silence how that 
young and tortured heart vented its misery. His 
whole demeanour gave her pleasure, for grief had 
not quenched his energy, and not once had he 
breathed his lather's name. 

At length he rose, dashed the wet locks from his 
&ce, and approached his aged friend. 

"Go back to Sl Ronhe, Amy, and await me 
there to-morrow. I shall come with my brother 
Louis-^I will prepare him, for be will bear it better 
from me, and beside her grave we will decide what 
is further to be done. I promise you, moreover, 
that I will conceal our destination, both from the 
mar^chale, and from all who might reveal it to her. 
I will suffer no interference from her — upon that 
you may rely." 

It was jDQTe than time that they should separate, 
if Reginald was to return to Ardoise before suspi- 
cion had been excited ; hut the hours had flown 
rapidly during this melancholy conference, and, not- 
withBtandlog his instant departure, Reginald, as 
we already know, did not reach the forester's 
lodge until his absence bad attracted the notice of 
every one. 
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What we bare here related consecutirely was 
revealed to Louis by fragments^ and often inter- 
rnpted by a mutual interchange of tbe feelings 
which such a disclosure could not &il to call forth. 
But, in the breasts of both Reginald and Louis, the 
pure joy of knowing themselves to be brothers 
rose superior to every other feeling; and bo firm 
was their confidence in one another, that neither 
deemed it necessary to confirm it by a word. Both 
were supported by their mutual affection, whic^ the 
knowledge of the new ties which united them 
seemed only to exalt aud to justify. 

They were first recalled to a coDSciousness of 
the exterior world by the demand they had to 
make on the hospitality of the monastery of Tabor 
for a change of borses. It was not tbe approach 
of evening alone which darkened the heavens; an 
impending storm piled its dense leaden-coloured 
clouds in masses over their heads. The monks 
warmly pressed tbe young men to halt at the 
monastery, and represented the road through the 
forest to St Roche as almost impassable during 
the night ; but their cautions were thrown away, 
B«giuald rejected them with that gloomy and in- 
tractable impatience consequent upon tbe agitation . 
of his mind. The good-oatured prior could there- 
fore do no more for them than supply them plenti- 
fully with provisionB, and give them the best horses 
and the surest guide at his command. - 

But when they entered the forest they failed not 
soon to comprehend the full extent of the diffi- 
culties with which they had been threatened. 
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While the road continued to be iHuminated' by 
the ligbtniDg, their guide proved of use, and the 
carriage advanced, though slowly; hut the flashes 
ceased, the beams of the moon could not pierce 
the heavy clouds, and the rain came down In 
sheets. The road became the bed of a torrent, 
the torches were extinguished, and it was with 
the greatest di£Sculty that the horses, led by the 
attendants, were able to drag the carriage onwards. 
It is easy to imagine bow slowly and arduously 
their journey proceeded under such circumstances. 
Frequently they were obliged to atop, or to turn 
back, when they had followed a track which was 
perfectly impassable, and it seemed more like a 
miracle, than the expected result of exertions which 
had so oflen proved fruitless, when, midnight being 
already past, they at length reached the clearer 
portion of the forest, which betokened the vicsntty 
of the Castle of St Roche. The rain had ceased, 
but the storm still howled with fearhl violence 
along the trembling earth. The young men 
quitted the carriage, deternuned to seek for them- 
selves the entrance to the castle, for the servants 
were busied with the exhausred horses, and the 
guide declared that upon no cousideratioD would 
be enter the old haunted buildiog, and exerted all 
his rude eloquence to deter the young men also 
from attempting it. 

" Oh, sir," said he, " that is a fated house ; none 
ever yet came out of it unharmed, and the greater 
number have found their grave there, after first 
enduring unheard of torments. They say that 
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it IB iahabited by robbers. And no wonder ; since 
St Albans, the old caBtellan, died, Bud bis bob 
undertook the farming of the monastery of Tabor, 
it haa been entirely neglected. The gates and 
doors are left open, and there is neither porter, nor 
bolt, nor bar. No wonder that those who love 
evil deeds should nestle here, for the old witch who 
here shuts herself up cannot prevent it." 

This speech, howeTer, made no impression escept 
upoa the serrants; the young men desired that 
the pTorisions, of which they began to feel the 
want, the necessary luggage, and the torches 
should foUow them, while the carriage should 
find its way slowly to the entrance, and arm in ann 
they hastened towards the castle. They now stood 
upon an outwork, rising in terraces, divided from 
one another by mo^ts, crossed by searcely dis- 
cernible bridges. Behind rose the dark mass 
of the castle, which detached itself with a com- 
manding and threatening aspect against tbe sky, 
covered with fragments of <Jouds, which tbe storm 
drove hither and thither in wild confusion. 

They both stood still ; the impression which tbe 
sight of it produced upon them was stronger than 
they had expected. *< God knows," cried Reginald, 
" one might well give credit to the evil reports 
spread through tbe neighbourhood concerning 
this cM castle. Its aspect seems to hold out 
a warning to all against setting foot within its 
precincts." 

"Yes," replied Louis, with some «notion, "it 
look^^Hke the gigantic mausoleum of an entire 
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race. It was built by the Valoia, u you told me; 
there vould be room there for them and all Uieir 
crimes." 

They proceeded onwards, and in Bpite of the 
raging storm which confronted them, aa though it 
would have hurled them backwards, they at length 
reached the eotrance-bridge. " I shall remember 
this night to the last hour of my existence," cried 
Reginald, grasping the iron railings which enclosed 
the gloomy court contttiniiig the monument of 
Count Theodore. He dragged Louis along with 
him, who, weary and exhausted, appeared scarcely 
able to follow, and both passed through the iron 
gate into the court, which at any rate afforded 
them some shelter, although the storm only howled 
the more fearfully amongst the iron gratings and 
weather-cocks of the gables, forming a wild un- 
earthly concert. 

" Let us take up our quarters wherever we first 
obtain an entrance,'' said Reginald: "so late, so 
long after midnight, my old friend will no longer 
expect us ; we will find accommodation for a few 
hours without disturbing her." 

" Yes," replied Louis, " let us seek shelter 
without furUier loss of time, for I am quite ex- 
hausted : perhaps the report of the doors being left 
open may prove true," 

They traversed the court, found their expecta- 
tions verified, and penetrated without obstacle into 
the spacious halls on the ground-fioor. When the 
servants had lighted the torches, they discovered a 
massive oaken staircase, in the construction of which 
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economy of apace had been utterly dbregarded^ 
iihich led to the apartments on the upper floor. 

" We caooot remain here, in spite of the old 
fire-places, which may perhaps be of use to our 
S«Yants," said Louis. " It ia cold and damp: let 
us mount higher; ve shall no doubt find better 
rooms above." 

The eerrants lighted tbem, and they soon 
reached the upper hall, which was floored with 
dark-coloured marble, the walls, of the same 
material, being adorned with statues : to the right 
and left were huge entrance-doors of cumbrously 
decorated oak, set in frames of black marble. 

"Those are gloomy doors," said Louis, "they 
are like the portals of a vault." 

Reginald shuddered. " I«t us rather seek that 
part of the castle which Amy inhabits," sud he, 
anxiously ; " we did not come hitber to explore 
these dismal ohambers." 

" No, no," replied Louis ; " I must have rest. Let 
us enter either to the right or to the left I sbalt 
lie down at once, were it upon a gravestone. 
Bring a light, we will enter hither." 

The servants advanced hesitatingly ; Louis thrust 
them aside: he himself laid his hand on the mas- 
uve lock; it yielded to his pressure, and they 
entered a small but lofty and vaulted room, which, 
with its wide lire-place and benches around, a 
stone cistern fixed in the wall, and a bufiet beside 
it, had obviously served as an antediamber to the 
bwquetting-hall. 

"The next romn will be better!" cried Louis, 
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now far more active than Reginald, who, with feel> 
iDgs of indeBcribahle agitation, and with the ut- 
most uawJllingnesB, followed the count. *' Stop," 
said he, pushing open the door which bung ajar ; 
" this is a chamber of state, and was evidently fw 
royal use. Look at the canopy with the crown, 
and the costly purple hangings." 

The light served pnly partially to illumine the 
great hall of state of fanner days ; for, according 
to the taste of the period, the materials were all of a 
dark and sombre kind, such as black marble, ebony, 
oak flooring, and tarnished gilding lavished upon 
decorations of quaint fonns and gigantic propor- 
tions. Yet here were to be found comfortable 
arm-chairs, chimneys which might probably still 
be in a state to receive a fire ; and all that a closer 
examination could reveal to them, made this room 
a very unobjectionable resting-place to a fearless 
mind for a few hours. Louis immediately drew 
a large damask arm-chair tonards one of the fire* 
places, and gave orders to light a fire with some of 
the fragments of mouldeiing furniture piled upon 
the hearth ; but his broken utterance and deadly 
paleness shewed how great was his physical ex- 
haustion. Although in this there was nothing 
unusual, either to Reginald or to the servants, tt 
never foiled to excite the good-will of all to sBatd 
bim assistance. While the latter busied them- 
selves with the fire, Re^nald exerted himself to 
make Louis comfortable with the assistance of the 
old chairs and their well-stuffed cushions, and 
covered him with cloaks j having thus provided 
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for tb'e repOBe of bis brother, stid received the 
silent thanks of hiB grateful einile, be drew for- 
ward a amall creaking table of emboBMd brasi^ 
freed it from its coating of duat, and displayed 
opon it the proTiaiona with which tbey had been 
•applied by the prior. Thus a look of comfort waa 
given td the apartment, or what might at least be 
considered such, in contrast to the storm which 
raged without, especially as the fire was now 
blazing brightly on Uie hearth, devouring the shat- 
tered magnificence of preceding centuries, and dif- 
funag a grateful warmth around. Louis, evidently 
refreshed, partook of the food, and felt himself re- 
invigorated by the strong old wine, supplied them 
wiU) a liberality which betrayed the ideas enter- 
tained at the monastery of the quantity required. 

'* Now," said Reginald ; *' I am quite refre^ed, 
and no doubt our servants are so too. Do you rest 
here, dear Louis, while I and the servants take our 
pistols, and search the adjoining rooms; for an 
open bouse justifies some degree of suspicion. 
Keep one of your loaded pistols, and we will arm 
ourselves with the rest." 

Louis agreed, and Reginald proceeded first to 
scrutinise their present abode. 1"he room was 
hung with costly but faded Gobelin tapestry, be- 
neath which were several locked wardrobes in per- 
fect repair, forming an uninterrupted series ot 
ebony carvings, which, mixed with gold, silver, and 
ivory, represented subjects ^m the Old and New 
Testament. Near the canopy stood a long table 
of equally elaborate workmanship, covered with a 



»i by Google 



40 ST. EOCHE. 

dusty tablecloth of puqile velvet fringed with gold. 
Besides the eotrance-door, the room contained two 
smaller ones, of which one led to an open gallery 
from which the storm blew in with a force which 
made them glad of the etrong doors that sheltered 
them. But a fourth and larger door beside tlw 
canopy awoke their suspicion and curiosity, for it 
was guarded by numerous locks and iron bars^ 
which after several efforts to unfasten them proved 
too strong to allow of the possibility of forcing an 
entrance. This made s very unpleasant impres- 
sion upon Reginald, and he felt anxious and ill at 
ease, though be endeavoured to conceal it, fearing 
to disturb the repose of Louis. So much the 
more carefully did they inspect the adjoining 
rooms ; but there was nothing there which could 
excite apprehension. He desired one of the ser- 
vuita armed with a pistol to establish himself in the 
antechamber, and made -the second lie down before 
the door of the gallery, while he himself took bb 
place opposite to Louis, beside the brazen table, so 
as to keep his eye upon the mysterious door. He 
hoped to be able to watch Louis's light and uneasy 
slumbers, drank rather more wine than usual in 
order to keep himself awake, and, as the strange 
wailings of the wind that howled round the turrets 
and towers powerfully excited Ms imagioatioD, he 
felt that he could resist the weariness which threat- 
ened to overpower him from the moment that Louis 
fell into amore calm and tranquil sleep. He grasped 
the carefully loaded pistol firmly in his right hand, 
and leaning back in his arm-chair, bis eyes remained 
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riveted as if spell-bound upon the mysterious door. 
From the grave of Claude of Bretagne to the 
blooming image of bis young and guileless mother, 
all the events recorded in succession by the stern 
annalist passed before his excited fancy. How 
sadly and painfully did her fate and his own now 
rise before him ! how fiend-like appeared the image 
SouttI, now that be for the first time fully com> 
prebended the secret antipathy be bod always un- 
consdously felt for him I How pregnant with fate 
did the old castle itself appear, within whose pre^ 
dncts guilt and misery alone had been heaped 
^Kto its inhabitants; for Amy had not neglected 
to touch upon the horrid tale of Catherine de 
Medicis, Theodore de Cr^cy, and Spinola, if 
only to add weight to her indignation that so un- 
hallowed an abode should have beea assigned to 
Flora. Thus image upon image rose to exdte tiie 
fever of his throbbing breast. The courageous 
Reginald, who bad yet to learn what fear was, 
became suddenly consraous of a sensation to which, 
as it was new to him, be could assign no name. 
With a beating heart he looked round the huge 
dark room : the deep silence which reigned in it 
was horrible to him. This scene of social pleasure, 
which had doubtless been such to all its widely 
differing inhabitants, retained no trace of its earlier 
destination. The cbairs were empty, and the tables 
bare. 

" Ob," eiclaimed Reginald, unconscHously atoud, 
*' this silence is insupportable ! It were better 
vtte it all peopled with the images of the pati I" 
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**Then follov me," said a deep hollow voioe 
behind him. He turned in horror, and perceived 
that in gazing around he had lost sight of the 
closed door, which now stood open ; and one glanoe 
convinced him that from thence had issued the 
figure by whom these words were spoken. Regi- 
nald felt his breath come thick, yet he could not 
account for the fear with which this singular 
apparition inspired him. His features were but 
indistinctly visible, for his face, of an ashy palenesi, 
was shaded by a broad-brimmed Spanish hat, of 
which the flap was fastened up, on one side only, 
by an agralfe. From his shoulders hung a short 
flame'Coloured cloak, pierced by three gash es in 
the breast ; Uie rest of his drees consisted of an 
old Spanish costume of black velvet, and at bis 
Bide bung a broadsword in a richly ornamented 
scabbard. 

The impression upon Re^nald's mind became 
every moment stronger, that he had seen this 
figure just OB he now stood before him, but a short 
lime unce, amongst the marble portraits in the 
hall ; at the same time he fancied that he recog- 
nised the features of Souvr6, but the size of 
the figure contradicted the passing thought This 
being of a former age commanded him to follow ; 
Re^nald felt as if subdued by some irresistible 
anUiority; without being able distinctly to see 
them, he felt the piennng eyes of the red figure 
upon him. He turned anxiously to>Louis: not 
only was he awake, but seemed to have received an 
earlier Bummons, for he had risen, and was waiting 
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with u much apjwrent submiseiTeness as him- 
BeE 

" You sh^ll have company," coDUnued the 
figure: "suitable and agreeable company for two 
Counts de Cr^y, on vhose life depends tbe ex- 
istence of the bouse of Cr^y-Chabanne. But you 
are not afraid?" added he, with a contemptuous 
BDser. 

This completely roused Reginald, and the spirit 
which seemed to have been frozen up in his bosom 
DOW broke forth. "Who are you?" cried he; 
** and what right have you to issue an invitation to 
UB in our own castle, as if you were its lord." 

An abrupt and scornful laugh accompanied tbe 
reply. "Boy, lay aside that tone of authori^," 
cried the red man ; *' and beware of exciting my 
indignation, lest you should forthwith have to leam 
what authority I possess here, which in priority 
and legitimacy might be superior to your own." 

Keginald — the courageous, high-hearted Regi- 
nald — was silent. A strange feeling subdued his 
courage ; when he spoke, he felt that he bad 
DO power to give tone and energy to his words. 
He breathed with difficult, and his head seemed 
confused; tbe presence of Louis alone reassured 
him ; by his side be followed their mysterious guide 
as if spell-bound, while he perceived Louis to he 
subjected to the same iofiuence. 

As they crossed the threshold of the door which 
had before been bo firmly fastened, tbe red maA 
Stood still, and looking back, he said, " No doubt, 
yoB have a great desire to penetrate into these 
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rooms ; wben I heard you hammering against the 
locks, I could easily ima^ne who you were. You 
were rig^t to wish for admittance ; but it remaibed 
for me to bid you welcome hither; for this is 
my proper domain. And long have I waited 
for you, Counts de Cr^cy-Chabanne." A short 
bitter laugh succeeded these words, and the two 
youths followed him in amaze, as he glided across 
the dark floor with a noiseless step. 

They found within apartments splendidly illumi- 
Dated, untouched by mouldering decay, though 
decorated in the style of the age to which the 
man in the red cloak appeared to belong; They 
first traversed some lesser rooms, then a bed-room 
containing a large bed, towards the closed velvet 
curtains of which their leader raised his hand with 
a wiM and menacing gesture, — and oh I how like 
he now appeared to Souvr6 ! Then spacious halls 
opened before them, and the youths beheld with 
astonishment the extent of the castle, and the 
splendour of its decorations. These apartments 
swarmed with busy servants, both male and female, 
who were hastening hither and thither with un- 
wonted activity; hut their inoTemeotB were noise- 
less, and the sir which they set in motion struck 
cold and keen on the cheeks of the young men, 
and kept the innumerable candles in a constant 
flare. 

The red man appeared to have business to 
transact with each and all, which gave them time 
to examine this strange assemblage of persons, 
who all, as it seemed, acting in unison, were yet as 
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varioas in tfaeir costume as if centuries had inter- 
vened between them. Their amazement was too 
great to admit of inquiry. They were absorbed 
in contemplation, and felt oppressed, and subdued by 
a shuddering fear which they could not conquer. 
These speechless and noiseless beings kept moring 
to and fro with the speed of lightning. No one 
seemed to notice the two young men, no one 
touched them, although they were encircled by the 
^rowd, and felt their cold breath upon them. 
They were all occupied in preparing a banquet^ 
and amongst the veasels of the most costly descrip- 
tion which they were displaying were many of 
which the destination could scarcely be recognised, 
so remote must have been the date of their use ; 
amongst them were others of more recent origin, 
beakers and goblets of the varied forms and devices 
of which the invention is ascribed to Benvenuto 
Cellini ; then others of the light transparent 
Venetian glass, with its brilliant colours, arms, and, 
gilding. It seemed as though every past century 
had contributed its personages and its spoils. 

Reginald struggled vainly with the wild con- 
fusion of his brain. The images retained their 
form, and exercised such a fascination upon him as 
to deprive him of all power of reflection. It was 
cmly the touch of Louis's arm, the responsive glance 
of his eye, which still gave him a feeling of com- 
posure and tranquillity. 

The red figure now beckoned them to follow, 
and with him they entered the adjacent ball, 
which, brilliantly lighted, and of magnificent dimen- 
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uons, was crowded almost to overflowing. If tbej 
had already beheld the servaDts, it was clear that 
they here stood confronted with the masters. The 
greatest conceivable magnificence of costume was 
here combined with all the magic of youth and 
t^eautyt Tkey were dazzled, tfae utmost stretch of 
their imagination was exceeded. They felt a sort 
of helpless timidity, conceiving themselveB almost 
unworthy to claim a place in so august an aseembly. 
But here, too, the question of time forced itself upon 
Reginald. Here, too, appeared costumes long for- 
gotten, or only to be met with in ancient sculp- 
ture ; «bd on a calmer examination he observed 
two women standing, in sharp contrast, opposite to 
one another, like the impergosation of two distinct 
eras, round each of which was gathered a circle of 
similar figures. "It is a masque,^' thought Reg^ald, 
but the mere effort of thought oppressed him. He 
could not breathe, he would have uttered a cry 
to ease himself of this torture ; but no sound issued 
. from his lips.* The red man, who seemed to treat 
all present as his guests, now came towards them, 
and proceeded to lead them round the circle. 
Reginald was aware of many names, and that 
be and Louis were always designated alike as 
Counts de Cr^cy ; and yet it seemed to him as if 
the red figure uttered not a word, and unbroken 
silence reigned here, as it had done amongst the 
domestics. Nevertbeless, he was perfectly conscious 
that the tall emaciated woman with eyes bent 
down, tranquil brow, and the calm seriousness of a 
saint, was Claude of Bretagne. A high stiff linen 
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bead-dress, surmounted by a small crown, wiUi ruff 
and stomacher, concealed her form. Her fingers, 
which were alone visible beueatb her wide sleeves, 
were taper and delicate, but of waxy whitendSs, 
and clasped a black crucifix, while a niindle bung 
down amidst the heavy folds of her iteb-«ofoure(f 
woollen robe. A light like that of the Btarsplayfd 
around her, and an equal brilliancy was emitted by 
tbe cross of jewels whicb hung down upon ber 
bosom. Several young female figures similarly 
attired stood grouped around their motionless 
mistress, with countenances pale, calm, and 
pftssionlcEB, as if the book of life, with ' all its 
Taried contents, had been to them a sealed volume. 
Among them were knights and pages in quaint and 
gaudy liveries ; but the number of those who might 
be distJDCtly recognised was smalL A mingled 
crowd filled the background, and seemed by the 
light of t^e flickering candles to be in a state of 
constant motion. 

Leaning against a wide and lofty chimney-piece, 
and so close to the blazing hearth that tbe border 
ofherrich garment appeared constantly edged with 
flame, stood a woman of surpaseiog beauty. Her 
mien was cold and inanimate, like that of the rest, 
but a brilliant flush glowed upon her cheeks. Her 
biur fell in rich dark curls upon her marble 
shoulders, and upon it rested a large and splendid 
crown of jewels. It was Catherine de Medicis ! 
Her flashing eyes were fixed on tbe distance; and 
ber robe of crimson velvet about the rounded bust 
revealed rather than veiled the luxuriant beauty of 
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ber form. Like her, all the women who surrounded 
her were beaudful, but their charms immodestly 
displayed. Amongst them wandered men wearing 
the splendid costume of the era of the Valois and 
of Catherine, whose historical names were repeated 
to the two young men. It seemed ae if one great 
festivity had assembled together all the personages 
of different ages. There were the manners of 
those various days, the strange forma of social life 
then iu vogue. Each one took his part, and all 
were grouped together in social intercourse. 

The youths were completely bewildered and lost 
in the vortex which surrounded them. Whether 
it were minutes or hours which elapaed, they could 
not tell. Sometimes they were together, sometimes 
apart, but neither spoke a word to the other. It 
seemed as if they too had lost the power of speech, 
for anxiously ae Re^nald endeavoured to ascertain 
whether the hrilliant circle around him communi- 
cated with each other by words, be could not suc- 
ceed. The effort seemed to confuse his brain. 
Suddenly the red man hid his hands upon them, 
drew them forward to the chimney, and placed 
them directly in front of the queen. He named 
their names, and fixed a scornful gaze upon her. 
She started — they seemed te hear a cry of pain. 
The flames of the hearth wound in serpentine 
folds around her glittering robe. She drew back 
and sought to extinguish them with ber hands, and 
Reginald perceived that her feet were bare, apd 
crimsoned to the ankle. She endeavoured by a 
gesture to repulse the youths, but their guide held 
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them fsst before her, and summoDed a tall figure 
habited in cloth of gold, which stood behind Cathe- 
rine, to cotse forth ; be then raised his red mantle, 
and shewed the gashes— one, two, three of them, 
and the otber staggered, and sank to the ground. 
It was Theodore Count de Crecy. In another 
moment the card-tables were drawn forth, and all 
sat down to play, except Queen Claude ; she was 
plying her spindle, and spun a long fine thread, as 
she wandered slowly through the ghttering groups 
as if she were alone. 

Reginald perceived Louis seated at draughts 
with the beautiful dames of Catherine's court, and 
endeavoured in great excitement to appropach 
him : the ^r of the apartment seemed to interpose 
its heavy masses between them, and he could 
not reach him. Suddenly he found himself at 
Catherine's side. She was playing at a mystica. 
game with gold and silver counters with Tbeodore 
de Cr^cy; on the face of the brazen table were 
inlaid figures, by which the players seemed to 
regulate their movements. The appearance of 
Theodore was fearful to behold; pale, and his 
face marked with spots of a livid green : hie gold- 
embroidered gloves bung loose, as if they covered 
the hands of a skeleton. 

The queen, too, seemed uneasy ; she shudder- 
ed, and often started. And Reginald perceived, 
with horror, that through the rich masses of her 
hur were crawling the red and speckled worms, 
which fly from the living and have their abode 
only in the cbamel-bouses of the dead. He saw 
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how they issued forth from the velvet folds, or the 
jewelled stomacher, and crawled over the delicate 
curve of the neck, or along the rounded arm 
down to the points of the fingers, while the queen 
seemed to offer no resistance to their move- 
ments. 

Yet it seemed to him as if his eyes were gra- 
dually opened to comprehend ^e objects around 
him. The women who bad at first appeared so 
beautiful, bo fascinating, and brilliant, became 
stiff and motionless, — their eyes stared vacantly, 
— they glided over the fioor with the speed of 
an arrow without flinging a shadow, and, as it 
appeared, without step or movement Claude 
advanced as if the ground she trod on moved 
slowly along with her. No one of them came in 
contact with another. A piercing wind blew 
through the room with a sound like distant moan- 
ings, and the cold, heavy air seemed to oppress 
his heart and fetter his strength. Reginald felt 
more and more convinced that a crisis was im- 
pending, which should exceed in horror all that 
he had yet witnessed. Still it did not appear. 
The red man stood in the midst laughing scorn- 
fully ; and those who were moving onwards drew 
back with a shudder, as if they feared his touch. 
But he, with his long, bony finger, pointed first 
at one, then at another; and each one who was 
thus designated bore a mark similar to his own, 
three gashes in the cloak or jerkin, or in the 
stomacher if a woman. Oh, bow Reginald longed 
to approach one of them, dressed in nlver tissue, 
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with a Decktace of ruby dropB ! It wae Eudoda 
of Nemours : with her lily hand she covered the 
spot in her stomacher to which the inexorable red 
man pointed with scorn. Reginald was quite 
overwhelmed by the scenes that crowded upon 
him in such strange confusion. His physical con- 
dition became every moment more intolerable; a 
sensation of deadly fear checked his pulse; he 
thought he perceived the smell of a cbamel- 
bouse, and shuddered lest the stiff and fltark 
forms should move and touch him. He wished 
to drag I^uis away and escape with him. He 
looked towards him — he was missinq. It seemed 
as if the measure of horror were now full. It 
needed the strength of a ^ant to move, but he 
sprang forward and stood before the man in the 
red cloak, whose features were those of Souvre. 

*' Stop !" said the latter, and with this one word 
deprived the youth of all his strengjth. " The time 
<^ vengeance is come,*^ he continued; "this mo- 
ment beholds the extinction of the race of Cr6cy- 
Chabanne ; for even though thy life be spared, it 
will never bloom again in thee. I am Spinola! 
Spinola, ruined and murdered by thy ancestor 
TTieodore ; and I still live in Souvr^ whose mother 
was descended from me ! Behold here the last 
Count de Crecy-Chabanne !" He Sung back his 
cloak — in his arms he bore the bleeding and 
ghastly head of Louis. 

A cry of fury burst from Reginald's bosom ; he 
exulted to feel the pistol in his hand — he raised it 
— the shot fell ;— at the same moment all vanished 
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from hia sight ; thick darkneee was around him — 
he felt that he had awoke. The horrors he bad 
witnessed were a dream. 

His bosom sdll heaved convulsively, the cold 
perspiration trickled from his brow, it seemed as 
if be could not yet completely collect his scattered 
senses ; he still fancied he heard a low moaning 
sound, something like a death rattle, and he felt 
hia whole frame stiff and disabled ; yet he thought 
he laust have fired, for when he awoke, his band 
was still raised, and grasping the pistol. 

He now heard a door open : be heard footsteps : 
a glare of light streamed in ; several persons stood 
before him: the rays of the candles fell upon their 
faces. There was Souvr^, pale and disfigured by 
storm and rain, and followed by a troop of ser- 
vants. 

*< Ha ! cried Reginald, " you are the vengeful 
spirit of Spinola l" Souvr£ started back in horror. 
Reginald was like a maniac. "Avauntl" cried he, 
with a wildly menacing gesture. " You cannot 
oppose me more, my work is done, and eternal jus- 
tice will triumph — Louis is my brother!" All 
drew back : he sprang towards Loub's chair — all 
eyes followed him. 

" Monster," cried Souvre, *' what have you 
done ? Murderer I murderer .'" 

At that moment the light fell clear and bright 
upon tbe pale countenance of Louis, convulsed in 
the agonies of death. The shot had struck bim. 
The blood gashed in torrents from a deep wound 
in bia breast— Uie breatii, that still heaved only at 



»i by Google 



ST. EOCHE. 68 

long iDteiral^ rattled in his throat. All was over — 
his last moment was at hand. 

Reginald stood petrified, his gaze fixed on that 
beloved face. He had but just experienced some- 
thing as horrible, and it had passed away. For the 
second time a voice whispered to him, " Is this a 
dream? — it cannot be." In vain t — truth is clothed 
in other colours, — and conviction forced itself upon 
him at once. 

" Villain !" exclaimed Souvr^ " confess— rcon- 
fess at onoe. You are his murderer !" 

"I am," cried Reginald, in wild and terrible 
tones. *' Louis, I am your murderer ! My brother 
— Louis, hear me. Do not die — wake — look at 
me. My brother, I have murdered you !" 

It seemed as if the dying man started. Regi- 
nald bad sunk down upon him — be was covered 
with bis blood : Louis struggled in the agonies of 
death, uid fell over him a corpse^ 

Souvrl, foaming with fury, tore Re^nald from the 
body ; he had hinted, and Souvre flung him to the 
ground and dared to spurn him with hie foot. His 
rage and hatred exceeded all bounds. *' Bind him 
— rouse tiie village — call the magistrate !" cried he, 
like a madman. His nature impelled him to 
secure the punishment of Reginald before think- 
ing of the possibility of saving Louis. 

But the servants of the two young men, deeply 
affected by the awful event, devoted themselves t« 
this humane task. Louie's valet took off his clothes 
and washed the blood from the wound j but a 
glance sufficed to shew that all attempts at suc- 
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cour were vain. The most experienced marlu- 
man could not have taken a truer aim than that of 
Reginald's pistcJ discharged in his sleep. It had 
[Herced the very oeotre of the heart. 

When the :hithful serranta had attained this 
melancholy convictjon, they extended the corpse 
of their young and deeply lamented master on the 
large table in the bauquetting-hall, and biuied 
themselves with Reginald, who still lay uncon- 
scious on the floor ; for none shared the belief of 
the marquis: not one held him, whom they re- 
spected so highly, capable of the murder. 

Souvr^, meanwhile, had proceeded to take the 
violent measures which were so congenial to his 
bitter feeUngs. He placed some of his people to 
guard the doors, and sent others to the village to 
summon the officers of justice. We shall better 
understand his feelings as be paced up and down 
the old hall, the scene of so many horrors, from the 
fact, that, as soon as the departure of the yoimg 
men was known to the mar^chale, he imparted to 
her the conversation which his valet had over- 
heard, whence it appeared that they had both 
taken the road to St. Roche, from which place it 
was evident, from his conversation with Louis, that 
Reginald had received important communications. 
The mar^chaledefflredto prevent this journey at all 
oosts, and Souvr^^ who so bitterly hated the youth, 
and was anxious to de[vive him of every advan- 
tage, immediately offered himself to overtake 
them, and either compel their return, or take 
Louis alone to Psjas. The start which the bro- 
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tfaers had obtained, their youthful impatience, tfae 
tempest, of which the marquis bad encountered 
the Btill greater finy, bad delayed his arriTsl until 
a few minutefl before the fate of so many bad been 
decided by this awful catastrophe. 

The pale grey light of morning was beginning to 
dawQ ; the stormy heareos alternated between light 
and darkness; the candles had burned to the 
sockets. Reginald moved ; he was now to awake 
to his misery. His constuousness soon returned. 
Confused, and sighing heavily, he gazed at the 
^thfiil servants, who wept as they waited upon 
into : be rose, and with his first glance uttered a 
wild cry, which rang through every nerve, even of 
Souvrg. " Louis ! Louis ! " cried he, half in ago- 
nised consdouSDess, half in inquiry, and grasped 
convulsively tfae hands of the pitying servants who 
endeavoured to hold him. 

"Do not let bim escape 1" exclaimed Souvr^, 
seeing tfaem give way before him as he advanced 
hastily; " the villain must be manacled 1" But 
Reginald neither heard nor understood scarcely 
even recognised him, for be flung the feeble mar- 
quis aside like a twig from bis path as he endea- 
voured to bar bis passage. Pale and haggard 
like a spectre, and covered with blood, the unhappy 
yontfa hastened onward in search of bis brother : 
bis ideas were not yet clear, but he felt as if op- 
pressed by a heavy burden, and with an anxious 
foreboding be sought his brother, as if thus hoping 
for an explanation. He perceived tbe chimney 
beade whidi both h^ sat ; but, aa be directed bis 
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basty steps towan^s it, he pB^sed the table upon 
which lay tlie corpse. • 

With a wild scream he sprang tovards it, — he 
uttered hie name in accents of despair, he grasped 
his hands, — bis fae^d — mingliog and confusing his 
fearful dream with the truth. He began to believe 
in the death of Louis ; but how it bad come to 
pass, he could not comprehend : he wrung his hands 
as he gazed around. 

"Who — who has done this?" exclaimed he, in 
a roice of agony. " Spinola, the monster ! be bore 
the bead under his mantle. But Louis's head is 
not severed, the blood is flowing from his breast 
Speak — tell me did I fire ? Yes, I had the pistoli 
I — I heard the shot Spinoia! Spinola 1 you 
guided my hand ! You — you are the murderer ! " 
Wild with frenzy be sprang upon Souvre, who at 
that moment approached with the officers of jus. 
tice from the •village of St Roche. In his fury he 
seized the marquis. ** Confess, confess, — your 
mother was a Spinola. Revepge has guided you : 
you have slain the heir of the Cr^cy-Cbabannes 
—you sought to destroy this guiltless generation 
in vengeance for the wrongs of your ancestor. But 
tremble, tremble ! for I still live : I am the elder 
Count Cr^cy-Cbabanne, and I shall- avenge him. 
Louis — Louis, my own dear brother." Here 
overpowered by the deepest gri^f, he again flung 
himself upon the corpse, and convulsive sobs choked 
his utterance. 

" Sir," sud the magistrate to the Marquis de 
Souvr^, who stood as if struck by lightning under 
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R^ioald's last words ; " is that he who was pointed 
out to tne as the murderer?" 

" I believe bo," replied Souvr^, absently, and in a 
voice scarcely audible. Flora's son had again torn 
from his heart the veil which he had scarcely ever 
ventured himself to nuse. Twice under the same 
roof the mother and the son had hurled the thun- 
deriwlt of truth upon his guilty soul, and he had 
been compelled to acknowledge its force. Yes, his 
mother was a Spinola, the descendant of the Spi- 
nola here murdered : oflen had she related to her 
.son the history of his ancestor, — often had she 
asserted her right to the property of the Cr^cyg ; 
and in Souvr^a heart the desire for wealth, and 
the impossibility (^.claiming it at law, had nourished 
bis gloomy hatred against the family which bad 
' wronged him. But, profiting by the social advan- 
tages afforded them by this very bmily raised to 
a high and splendid position, his mother herself 
had counselled him to dissimulation, by which he, 
always on the ^atcl^ to stir Mp and foster evil, had 
profited as we have seen. But how could Re> 
ginald know this? Souvr6 had forgotten the casual 
dispute which he had once had with Fen61on in the 
presence of the youth, and in which, urged on by 
his hatred, he had bpasted of his rights to the 
possession of St. Roche : he believed he had al- 
ways avoided evflry intimation that he was ac- 
quaiiUed with the fate of his house. And how 
could Reginald know it? An involuntary shudder 
passed over hi[n,-^he would gladly have fled the 
spot Flva'a son had now, as she had herself 
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bis course, bo as to make him pause in fais ptognae, 
and to inspire him with terror at his own infamy. 

" Sir, you must explain yourself," was the oft- 
repeated sentence again uttered hy the magistrate. 
"Do you persist in accusing this young man as the 
author, — llie deliberate author — of the murder?" 

"Yes," cried Souvr^ in a tone of diahoUcal 
exultation, casting aside all indecision; "yes, he 
is the murderer : he enticed him bi^er against 
the consent of his friends, for die purpose of exe- 
cuting this atrocious deed, which I arrived too late 
to prevent." 

The magistrate directed a scrutinising glance at 
Souvr^ and then replied coldly, " My duty is only 
to make a prods-verbal of the facts as they ap- 
pear at the moment, llie inquiry into this unhappy 
event will soon pass into other bands. It appears 
to me a very complicated affair ; but I must call 
upon you to observe bow important is the first 
evidence, and how cautious we must be not to act 
under the influence of any preconceived idea, for 
the only fact of which there is here absolute proof 
is tiiat of the death.^ 

" There is proof of deliberate murder," cried 
Souvre ; " for we found this young villain with the 
pistol in his hand, in front of the victim whom he 
had murdered in his sleep." 

The magistrate paused, and looked round upon 
the weefring servants. 

^* Do you believe that young gentleman to be 
the murderer T asked he. 
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*' No, no — it is impossible ; they loved each 
other BO dearly !" bunt from every mouth. 

SouTT^ wu about to speak, but his habitual 
caution prevuled, and he was silent. 

*' Sir, it is not a question of opiuion," said he, 
with apparent calmneBB -, " will you examine the 
facts ? " 

The magistrate ordered ^e notary to seat him- 
self with his papers, at the same little table, adorned 
with inlaid brass figures, at which in former days 
Catherine de Medicis used to play with Spinola 
and Count Theodora at which the two young 
men had so lately sat in fraternal union, and 
on which one of them was now to be declared 
the murderer of the other. Tlie depositionB of the 
servants were soon taken down. Unwilling as they 
were to ascribe to him any bad motive, they could 
not deny that it was chiefly B^nald who had bo 
impatiently urged their advance, and rejected the 
entreaties of the prior that they would remain at 
the monastery of Tabor until the storm were 
over. On the other hand, they joyfully bore wit- 
ness to the perfect concord of the two young men, 
and related the care and attention of Reginald for 
the wearied Louie, in which latter statements the 
magistrate easily perceived bow much more fully 
their feelings and convictions coincided with their 
testimony. 

" And such sorrow,^ said he, gravely, " would 
that seem to indicate the murderer?" 

" Oh," cried Souvr^, "that is the remorse which 
could not fail to follow upon such a crime as we 
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have here detected in the very act of perpetra- 
tion." 

Meanwhile the magistrate approached the ac- 
cused, who was still stretched upon the corpaet 
sobbing aloud in fraodc grief. 

" Rise, young man," said he, " and answer me." 
Reginald stood up. 

"Yes, yea," cried he, with that fearful absence 
of mind which IB the forerunner of insanity; "speak 
to me. Oh ! tell me the truth — your grey hairs 
will not deceive me. Old age has wisdom and ex- 
perience. Tell me — tell me, I conjure you, as you 
hope for salvation, did I murder him, or -was it 
Spinola, the terrible red man — the ancestor of the 
Marquis de Souvr6?" He bent forward, looking 
the magistrate anxiouely in the face, and as he. 
maintained a grave silence, Reginald continued his 
entreaties. " Tell me, the pistol — that pistol — 
tell me, how was it? Spinola shewed me the 
severed head of my beloved Louis. Then, God have 
mercy upon me I I fired. Did you hear it ? did you 
hear the shot? speak, old man, and I will believe 
you — did that shot strike my brotlier ? " and at 
these words a loud convulsive shriek burst from 
his tips. 

The magistrate shook bis head sorrowfully. 

■' God knows," said he, as if speaking to him- 
self, " be has not committed deliberate murder. 
Young man," added he, in a louder tone, " collect 
yourself. It is not guilt, but truth that we seek to 
ascertain. I did not hear the shot — I do not know 
whether it came from your piatoL" 
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" You did not I you did not hear it ! you did 
not see me do it V cried . R^inald, darting to his 
side. " Oh, then, perhaps it was not I, — perhaps 
there was no shot, or at leaet not from my pistol I" 

"What is the use of all this pretence?" cried 
SouvT^ enraged at the mildness of the magistrate. 
" I heard it, / saw it. Wretch, I found you with 
your pistol aimed at your friend — I heard the shot 
before I opened the door." 

But before the magistrate could answer, Regi- 
nald sprang upon Souvre, seized him, and shook 
him with the strength of madness. 

" Villain," died he, " you lie ! your whole life 
is a tissue of lies and crimes. You killed my 
mother; you led my father into crime: you made 
me, the rightful heir, a bastard. Your testimony 
is good for nothing, for you are made up of hes. 
You are the vengeful spectre of SpinoU— of that 
fearful red man — he told me so himself." 

Up to this moment none of the servants had en- 
deavoured to assist the marquis. No one loved 
him ; and the odious position which he now assumed 
towards the young man whom they adored, and the 
fearful mystery which hung over him, made them 
feel a sort of satisfaction in this violent outbreak. 
But the words they had just heard too clearly bore 
the stamp of insanity, and they hastened in terror 
to free the trembling marquis. 

*' Bind him, bind him .'" cried he, almost chok- 
ing with rage ; " he is mad, he is mad !" 

** And for that very reason so much the less 
guilt^r Bsid the magistrate. , 
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" Enough, sir, enough, I discbsrge you from say 
farther concern in tbis matter; justice will be 
found, it can be obtained without your aid." And 
so saying, Souvre grasped the unfinished pages of 
the procit-oerlxU. The magistrate bowed and with- 
drew, silent and agitated, with a gaze of deep com- 
passioD upon the inevitable victim of this fearful 
catastrophe. The marquis immediately gave ordws 
to place the corpse in one of Uie traTelling-car- 
riages, with Reginald, bound and guarded, beside 
it It was to follow slowly, while be hastened for- 
ward to Ardoise, to assume the task of brealting 
the sad event to its inmates. 

But whether it were that the efforts of the ser- 
vants were slight, or that Reginald's resistance was 
too vehement, they declared to the marquis that to 
bind him was impossible, and, as he required thar 
assistance, and suspected that tlie difficulty lay 
with them, he contented himeetf with ordering his 
own valet to watch him in the carriage. The pre- 
caution was needless — Reginald held the corpse 
firmly clasped in his arms. Heedless of remon- 
strance, it seemed as if he sought the explanation 
of the unfathomable and fearful mystery of the 
murder only on the lifeless breast of his beloved 
brother — as if there only he sought relief from the 
frantic anguish which threatened the overthrow of 
his reason. Thus the journey proceeded slowly, 
but without interruption. Souvr6 hastened on in 
advance, but did not reach Ardoise till the follow- 
ing morning at a late hour. Here, to his great 
annoyance, he learnt that the whole family had 
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zsmorecl the day bfefore to Moot Rial, the ancestral 
castle of the Count d'Aubaine, and were not ex- 
pected back until dinner-time. It was about that 
time that the corpse would arriTQ : Souyr^ imme- 
dtatelj perceiyed the danger of a sudden shock, 
and determined to set off instantly to meet them, 
and, with the assistance of the count, to detain 
the rest until they should be prepared for the mis- 
fortune which could not be withheld from them. 
But here again &te interposed to frustrate his 
plan. 

The family had started early from Mont lUal to 
Tisit a small hunting-lodge lying at some distance 
from the road, recently erected by the count, and 
which the ladies had not yet seen. By this means 
the Marquis de SouTr6 missed them, and it was 
not till some tune later that he met the servants 
returning by the direct road, who informed him of 
the detour made by their masters. It was probable 
that thus bis purpose would be defeated. Souvre 
tamed back at the utmost speed of the horses. 
We shall see when it was that he arrived. 

The mar^bale, Madame d'Aubaine and her two 
daughters, in one of the commodious voitures de 
ehaSK then in fashion at Versailles, were returning 
from the inspection of the little hunting-lodge to 
Ardoise, through the beautiful beech-wood, now 
dressed in the rich hues of autumn, which gradually 
opened into the park. At their aide rode the two 
Counts d'Aubaine, father and son, accompanied by 
bantsmen and grooms. 

The deep melancholy of Fran^oise excited the 
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ilUhuiDour of the marecfaale io the highest degree. 
She knew the cause of it, but heing heraelf at the 
same time id a state of great suspense and excite- 
ment OS to the result of Souvr^'s mission, she 
sought only to conceal what was passing within ber, 
and carried on the conversation with more than 
usual animation. As they drove into the court of 
the castle the mar^diale recognised her grandson's 
travelling-carriage standing before the door. 

" My grandson is returned," exclaimed she, with 
evident satisfaction; "and probably Souvre also." 

Meanwhile the Count d'Auhmne remarked with 
astonishment that the servants from the house did 
not, as usual, hasten to receive them, and open the 
carriage doors, but left that service to their dusty 
travelling escort. Fran9oiBe was the first to 
descend from the carriage. The ansious fore- 
bodings of her heart made her break through the 
etiquette which should have kept her seated, and 
she hastened forward to meet her impending fate. 
All the inhabitants of the house filled the portico, 
heedless of the noise which announced the arrival 
of the family. They were crowded together in a 
group around some object io the midst of them. 
But Fran^oise recognised Reginald's voice utter- 
ing broken words and sentences, with a vehemence 
that strangely altered its tone. 

"For God's sake, what has happenedP" ex- 
cliumed she, in terror. The crowd, on whose faces 
die utmost consternation was depicted, gave way 
at the sound of her voice, which went to their 
hearts. She stood before Reginald, who, flushed 
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with the fever of frenzy, held the disfigured corpse 
of Louis clasped with giant strength to his Ixisoni. 

" Reginald," cried Fran^oise distractedly, " what 
has happened? For God's sake! who is that?" 

" FraBfoise," said be, with a deep sigh, aa he 
knelt down before her, while the tumult of his 
breast was calmed at the sound of bet voice; " I 
will ask you: — ^you — you will understand it: you 
will explain it all to me, whether Souvr^ the red 
man, or — /was the murderer?" 

At the same moment the circle opened, and all 
the &mily became witnesses of the awful scene. 

" Reginald !" cried the Count d'Aubaine ; "che- 
valier, rise," continued he, with vehemence; "do 
not make my daughter a party to so unfitting a 
scene." 

*' Unfitting !" cried Reginald. " Fool I call it ter- 
rible, tremendous ! Would you speak of his death 
as unfitting? say rather the deepest, the most 
awful of calamities ! " 

" Whose — whose ia the corpse which that ma- 
niac is supporting?" stammered the marechale, 
with a vehement eSbrt to press forward. But the 
Count d'Aubaine barred the way before her; he 
tried to stop her — to lead her away ; the fearful 
truth, that^ changed as he was, this was her grand- 
son, dawned upon him. Quickly turning to hie wife, 
he begged that the ladies would leave the court, 
but only Madame d'Aubaine was willing to do so. 
The mar6cfaale, eagerly pushed him aside, while 
Franjoise stood before Heginald as if rooted to the 
ground, unconscious of all that passed. 
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Meanwhile the Marquia de Souvr^'e valet had 
approached the count, and had haBtily imparted to 
him a portion of the truth. The mar^chale caught 
a few unconnected words ; she stepped forward. 

** My grandson," said she, trembling; "amurder, 
did you say? who— who ? where is your master?" 

" I expected to find him here," answered the 
▼alet.-^" Yes," replied several voices ; " he came 
here, but he went on towards Mont Real to meet 
the family." 

" Ask that man," sud the mar^liale, pointing to 
Reginald, while her whole frame trembled. But 
one glance overthrew the small share of composure 
which she stiU strove to retain : she darted for- 
ward; herself tore the corpse from Reginald's 
bosom, on which the face was concealed, and in 
spite of the change recognised her grandson, — 
the only heir acknowledged by her ambition of the 
house of Cr^-Cbabannes. 

Her teeth were set convulsively: she had no 
power to utter a sound. " Yes, it is Louis — your 
grandson," cried Re^nald: "he is dead — be ia 
murdered : my beloved brotber is dead, and no 
one knows whether the murderer be Souvt6 or I." 

"You — wretch! you — his murderer?" These 
words, which burst from her convulsed lips, were 
the first she had ever addressed to him. <* My 
grandson dead — dead ! murdered by you ! Ser- 
pent that we have nourished in our bosoms, why 
was he to be the victim of your malice?" 

" Stop," cried Reginald, and slowly relaxed his 
hold of the corpse, which several servants were 
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endeavouring to extricate from his arms. " Poor 
old woman ! I pi^ your sorrow. But you know 
Dot what you say: I will tell you afterwards; but 
now I am ill — my head U confufied, I wae his bro- 
ther, and you know I was. His elder brother, 
whom you have bo deeply injured." 
. The mar^bale looked at the calm, pale couate- 
nance of tiie fainting Reginald, and her dear 
judgment involuntarily forced upon her the couvic- 
lion that he was not the murderer. " Who, then, 
is the murderer ?" faltered she. 

Re^nald pressed his bands to his forehead, 
which was growing more and more ghastly. "Oh! " 
Bud he, in a tone of heart-rending anguish, "that 
is what I cannot solve, though I try so hard 
to do BO ! If any one could tell me— if only any 
one could tell me that it was not I ! But some 
one it must be, either the rod man Spinola, or 
Souvr^ the rillain, who had already caused the 
death of my mother : — or else I myself." 

At these words Fran9<nBe uttered a cry; she 
advanced and stood before him. " Reginald," said 
she; **it was not you. No, no, you are no 
murderer." 

"He is — be is the murderer," suddenly ex- 
claimed a voice, but too well known, and Souvr^ 
stood in the midst of them. *' Count d'Aubaine, 
I summon you to deliver this man at once into 
the hands of justice ; he is the murderer of the 
Count de Cr^. I came too liUe to prevent 
the crime. He had enticed him to St Roche; 
I arrived at the very moment that the shot was 
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fired, and fousd him with the pistol still timtd at 
bis Tictim." 

" Speak — speak," said Franfoise, in a Altering 
voice, "I will believe none but you ; speak — 
answer him, — collect yourself. No, you are not 
the murderer." 

" God grant that I may not be !" groaned Re^- 
oald; "but it was my pistol, and they ^1 heard 
the shot." Once more be endeavoured to collect 
his strength; but it was in vain, and he fell sense- 
less at the feet of Fran^oise. 

"Deliver the wretch to justice," screamed the 
mar^cbale ; " free us from bis odious presence." 

The Count d'Aubaine was silent, and Souvr^ 
gave orders to remove the crimtnal from the 
castle. 

"Father," cried Fran9oiae; ''he is no^ the 
murderer." 

The count turned angnly, and commanded her 
instantly to leave the spoL All the ladies were 
alarmed at bis words, and even the mar^hale suf- 
fered herself to be led away. Franfoise alone 
remained standing beside her father, as if she had 
beard nothing ; and when he saw his gentle and 
obedient child oppose herself to him so firmly, and 
with such unshrinking confidence, be turned to 
her gently, and sud with emoUon, as be lud his 
hand on her cold pale forehead, " Trust to me, 
Franfinse, and shew yourself strong and firm: 
neither do / believe him to be the murderer, and 
I shall deal with him accordingly." 

She turned her glassy eyes upon him with an 
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expresuon of heart-broken resigDation ; and, after 
several fruitless endeavours to speak, she at last 
faltered, "You see, lather, he is ill, and out of his 
mind." 

"Yes, yes, my child ; now go — you too are ill." 

Hitherto her physical strength had been sustain- 
ed by the anguish of her mind ; but now her eyes 
closed, and her attendants carried her to her apart- 
ment 

The Count d'Aubaine had now to exert his 
authority as master of the house, amidst the wild 
confusion of demands consequent upon Uiis fearful 
event, all shewing the exaggeration of passion, and 
amongst which he was often called upon to judge 
and decide ; for, deeply as he was himself concern- 
ed, he could not but perceive that he was by far 
the coolest and most unprejudiced of the party. 
And in these first unguarded moments there 
came to his knowledge many things which sur- 
prised him, and increased his caution and watch- 
fulness. 

Such was the violent mental and physical ex- 
utement of the marechale for the next twenty-four 
hours, that the self-command she habitually prac- 
tised was powerless to controul the passions which 
bad been so ronghly aroused within her ; and, 
notwithstanding all his sympathy, the Count d'Au- 
biune beheld in ber, with repugnance, a spirit of 
rancour and malice, and a heart filled more with 
revenge than with sorrow. These observations 
enabled him the more easily to confront the Mar- 
quis de Souvr^, who, more cautious than the 
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marechale, flattered himeelf that he could see 
through the count, and rule hia conduct according 
to bis own will. The mar^bale bad resolved to 
make this murder as public as possible, and thus 
to brand Reginald with an icef&ceable stain, which 
might cost him fais life; or, if it failed to do this, 
would be an effectual barrier agtunst bis ever rising 
from obscurity. 

She thought it the more neceaaary to use such 
weapons against him, as she could not doubt that 
he was informed of the secret of his birth, of which 
she looked upon this murder as the consequence; 
and in the weakness of bis father she foresaw a 
probable danger that time might one day bring his 
perilous claims to light. But with regard to this 
she was fully determined, that the distingubbed 
name of Cr6cy-Chabanne should perish, rather than 
she should see it lire on in the person of a repre- 
sentative, degraded, as she thought, by the low 
origin of his mother; and the resolution to which 
she came, after the excitement of the first few 
hours bad subsided, was to deny his claims as mere 
fictions, or at least to disallow any knowledge of 
them whatsoever, thus cast a doubt upon their 
authenticity, in case she should ever be pressed for 
an explanation upon the subject. 

It was a great comfort to her, that the words 
uttered by Reginald, at his first meeting with the 
mar6chale, concerning the claims of his birth, had 
either passed unnoticed by the Count d'Aubaine, 
or had been looked upon by him as the ravings of 
insanity, under which he considered him to be 
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labouring; and ebe in return spared him by ask- 
ing no questions concerning Fntnfoise, who bad 
vanished from tbe gloomy circle of the family. On 
the other hand, her eagerness to proceed further 
in the matter was opposed by the count, who, 
with more penetration than she had given bim 
credit for, explained to ber the dreary length of 
a trial hy which there was little to he gained, 
and which could only cause added suffering ; and, 
&r from giving a decisive verdict, could hardly be 
expected to pronounce with certainty upon the 
fearful event itself. But the mar^chale had reasons 
of her own, wbicb she durst not avow, for desiring 
to bring on tbe trial; and tbe Count d'Aubaine, on 
bis side, had motives wbicb be did not reveal, as 
they touched his own interests, for fearing the pub- 
lidty it would entail, as, in tbe examination that 
it would be the duty of the judge to make into the 
motives by wbicb tbe accused might be supposed 
to have been actuated, his daughter's name could 
not fail to be mentioned; for he himself looked 
upon the passion of tbe two young men for the 
same object as tbe probable cause of tbe awful catas- 
trophe. In tbe game which both were thus secretly 
playing against each other, tbe marechale was sure 
to win, for she had more effectual means at her 
command, and sbe neglected none. 

A courier was despatched to the unhappy father, 
whose feelings were in no way spared, to announce 
to bim the tidings of the deatb of his son, together 
with the accusation of Reginald as the murderer, 
charging him at tbe same time with an appltea* 
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tion to the criminal court at Paris to take cogni- 
sance of the inatter. 

In these rapid and decisive measures the confe- 
derates, Souvre and the mar^chale, vere not en- 
tirely agreed. He looked upon her passionate im- 
petuosity with anxiety, and not without an effort to 
oppose it ; and in one of their private conferences 
he thus addressed her: "We are playing an ad- 
venturous game in thus drawing this individual 
from bis obscurity. If be has been acquainted 
by Amy Gray with the history of bis birtb, we 
shall ourselves, by these judicial proceedings, place 
him in a position to assert his claims: which is 
what, of course, he must wish; and reflect what a 
mortification it would he only to be obliged to 
oppose them." 

" Ah I but, my good marquis, upon what would 
you have him ground bis clums ? Did not Lord 

G pledge me bis word that he had had the 

marriage certificate destroyed in the church register 
at Stirlingwood P And here — the certificate of his 
birth— what can that prove, except that there was 
a child bom who had no right to bis father's 
name? Did you not tell me that yourself?" 

" Very good ; but may I ask what security you 
have from the count, your son ? When urged by 
this young miscreant, will be not confess every- 
thing? And will not the count^s own confession 
be more than sufficient to counterbalance the want 
of evidence in the church register?" 

" I shall threaten him with my malediction, if he 
dares to do so," cried the mar^hale, irritated be- 
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yond the power of concealment ; " but I shall keep 
him at a distance, that such a thing may be impos- 
sible : an illness may be feigned, doubts may be 
tbrowD on the state of bis understanding; trust 
me, I shall find means to avert such a result." 

" Of course, I cannot doubt it, madam,'" said 
the marquis, sneeriugly, " since I know tliat you 
are not particular as to the means you employ. 
Still it would have been better to leave your 
amiable, but weak Count Lionel quietly at his 
own home. What is the use of bringing him here, 
if his presence exposes us to so much risk?" 

"What nonsense!" said the marecbale, impa- 
tiently; "after alt, is it not his own son who has 
been murdered? Can I claim the protection of 
the law, and pass over the father in silence ? Be- 
sides, I know that he is confined to his bed by a 
severe attack of illness, which at this moment I 
do not regret. All the forms have been duly ob- 
served, and the proceedings will not be disturbed 
by him." 

**You always surpass me, madam," replied 
Souvr^: *'it is impossible to follow your clear- 
sighted and daring combinations, especially if, like 
me, one has the weakness of retaining some feel- . 
,ingB of humanity," 

"Your reflections upon me can be dispensed 
with, marquis," aiud the marechale, with an en- 
deavour to awe him by her manner. " Those who, 
like me, have to maintain the honour of a family, 
cannot always be understood by others." 

" Precisely so," replied the imperturbable mar- 
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quis; "I, for instance, cetther comprehend the 
honour you speak o^ nor the meaDs of shielding it. 
But that is nothing to the purpose; and I always 
return to the same point, that we shall drive this 
young man to proclaim all that he knows." 

"And I have no douht that the words of an 
obscure individual, rendered such an object of 
suspicion by the accusation impending over him, 
will have no weight against the testimony of a 
woman occupying the position that I do in the 
world." 

This conversation ended as every preceding one 
had done; they separated with increased aversion, 
but with a consciousness of what a burden, and 
yet how necessary they were to each other ; and 
both retiuned their own opinion. 

Meanwhile, it appeared as if the victim of all 
these machinations were to be delivered by the 
hand of God himself from the power of hia ene- 
mies. A ra^ng fever had seized upon the un- 
happy young man, who but a few days before had 
seemed an ornament of his kind, richly endowed 
with every gift which heaven could bestow upon 
its favourite. He received all the care and atten- 
tion which was to be expected in so worthy a 
family. The count took care that he should have 
proper nursing and attendance, and occasionally 
himself took up his post in the sick-room, and 
heard with astonbfament how the sick man in his 
ravings confused objects and circumstances the 
most remote with those of the present, and with 
what the count regarded as the dreams of his own 
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disordered ima^nation with regard to them, all 
divided between his love for the murdered Louis 
and sorrow for faiB loss. 

Thence the unhappy father would proceed to 
the silent apartments of Fran^oise, where every 
day the same touching scene awaited him. She 
was not ill; at least, there was nothing to prove 
that she was so. Every evening she suffered 
herself to be undressed, and went to bed ; but after 
a short interval of slumber, she would sit up in 
bed, without any appearance of consciousness of 
what was passing around her, until the morning 
dawned. Then her old nurse, the only person 
whom she seemed to hear, opened her windows, 
and from her she received some slight nourishment. 
Day after day she appeared to act under the im- 
pulse of one and the same idea: she rose quickly 
and asked for the same dress of pale blue satin, the 
same white roses in her hair, and thus atdred, and 
seated on the low balcony, she awmted the coming 
of her father. As soon as he entered she advanced 
to meet him, and embraced him with a smile, to 
which the expression of sorrow, deeply imprinted 
on the eye and brow, gave an intensity of affection 
which the unhappy father acutely felt, and which 
made him more gentle and yielding than he had 
ever been before. He said a few words to her 
concerning Re^nald's state, and for those few 
moments she appeared really to have lived. The 
expectation of her father's coming, the anxious 
attention to his words, seemed to be her one 
all-absorbing feeling; at all other times she re- 
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maiued Bunk in a profound and continuous reverie, 
a paBBive instrument in the hands of others, divided 
betveen obedience and gentle resistance. 

In the meantime the count found it hardly 
pracUcable to convince the marechale that it nas 
imposBihle to bring the matter before the officers 
of justice of the district, since the accused, in 
consequence of hie illness, could not appear to 
answer the charges alleged against him. In the 
midst of her grief, the demons of her own mind 
drove her to seek some means of active exertion ; 
and as Reginald's illness not only delayed the 
trial, but detained her in the monotony of this 
country residence, since she was determined to 
superintend all the proceedings herself, she was 
angry with every one who pointed out to her the 
impossibility of hastening them. 

It was thus with a savage pleasure that she 
learnt that the crisis of her victim's malady was 
passed, and that, owing to his youth, bis recpvery 
would in all probability be rapid. A few days 
after, to ber unbounded amazement, the travelling- 
carriage of ber SOD entered the court of the castle, 
followed by another, in which were the judges and 
their necessary suite. Leaning on a stick, and 
supported by two servants, Lionel Count de Cr^y- 
Chabanue, father both of the murdered and of the 
suspected murderer, advanced to meet the sympa- 
thising Count d'Aubaine, who, much affected by 
his altered appearance, had him carried in an arm- 
chair to the apartments prepared for him. 

We will pass over the various meetings, from 
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which no satisfaction could be derived, ae none 
shared in each other's feelings, and between mother 
and son there reigned a coldness which could no 
longer be concealed, and which was the more re- 
markable at a moment which should have called 
forth love and sympathy from the most bidden 
recesses of the heart 

The marlchale had bad time to get over her 
grief, and the feeling which constantly prompted 
her to seek some one whom she could punish 
for every evil that befel her, awoke in her a thirst 
for vengeance against Reginald, which served as a 
not unwelcome stimulus to her exertions. She con- 
cealed the coldness of her heart under a mask of 
pious trust and resignation, and eagerly met her 
son with matured plans for Reginald's desFruction; 
b(it either his grief or his physical exhaustion was 
too great to admit of his espressing himself with 
any degree of decision, and the mar^chale com- 
pletely failed to awake in him that degree of sym- 
pathy which was necessary to her purposes; and 
when, io conjunction with Souvre she had in v{un 
tried every means of guiding him according to their 
will, they came to the conclusion, in one of their 
secret conferences, to look for no assistance 
fi-om him, but to let justice take its owd course, 
and keep him as much as possible in the back- 
ground. 

The consent of the Count d'Aubaine was ob- 
tained that one of the halls on the ground-floor of 
the castle shouhl be given up as t^e scene of the 
trial. Reginald having quitted his bed, with facul- . 
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ties completely restored, do longer offered any 
obstacle. Besides, the count hoped that his &- 
mily would now soon be freed from the mournful 
burden imposed upon them, for he saw the neces- 
sity of the judicial proceedings taking place in his 
house, both because it would still have been im- 
possible for the accused to travel without danger, 
and because of the vicinity of the scene of the ca- 
tastrophe, and of the witnesses whose testimony 
would be required- 
While these preparations were making he had 
only seen Reginald for a short time, in order to 
acquaint him, with all the humane kindness whit^ 
was natural to him, with the trial which he bad to 
undergo. He found him calm and composed, wiUl 
the deepest expression of manly grief, but without 
any intention to work upon the compassion of the 
count, or to touch upon the subject of the accusa- 
tion, which, as was proved by the few words he 
dropped on the subject, be was ready to meet in 
the firm conriction of his innocence, which, with- 
out distinctly expressing it, he appeared to expect 
from others also. 

When the Count d'Aubaine entered the room of 
the unhappy invalid on the first day of the exami- 
nation, he found there a female attendant, concern- 
ing whom bis servants could give him no further 
information, than that M. St. Albans bad driven 
her over from his farm near the monastery of Tabor; 
that, by her express desire, he had returned imme- 
diately, and that from that moment she had never 
quitted the invalid. 
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She was stiffly and rather singularly dressed in 
deep mouming, and her withered features bore an 
expreesion of stem and gloomy grief. The count 
could not look upon her without a feeling of Bym- 
pathy, which he bad ahundant leisure to indulge ; 
as she was too much ahsorhed in her own gloomy 
thoughts to notice anything besides, for the inva< 
lid beside whose bed she sat, and on whose altered 
features her eyes were fixed, had fallen into a tran- 
quil sleep, which relieved her from any exertion 
on his behalf. When the count had examined her 
long enough, he approached bo near as to attract 
ber notice. She directed a dark but scrutinising 
glance towards him, and pointed to the sick man 
as if to command silence. The count felt there 
was something imposing in her presence; it exer- 
cised that influence which springs from a decided 
character, and requires neither the assistance of 
rank, wealth, nor power. The confidence with 
which such persona pursue their course uncon- 
sciously gives them an ascendency over those of a 
weaker nature, and secures to them a degree of 
authority which they seem everywhere to expect as 
a matter of course. 

At that moment the invalid made such restless 
movements, accompanied with such punful moaning 
sounds, that she laid her hand upon his forehead 
to awake him. " Whether you sleep or wake," 
gud she, in a hard gloomy tone, as if addressing 
herself only to him, "it matters little; sleep is 
but another kind of torture, and one from which 
you are still less able to defend yourBel£ Count 
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d'Aubaine," added she, tuniiDg to him, *' do you, 
too, believe that poor boy to be a murderer?" 

Ab well in her words as in the look with which 
she turned from him to Reginald, who had agun 
sunk to sleep, there lay a scornful defiance to the 
whole world to prove a deed which she denied in 
every tone of her voice, in every motion of her 
countenance. Her influence seized upon the half- 
formed conviction of the count, and, like a river 
bearing down all opposition, swept onward on its 
course, even to his own amazement, as firmly and 
deliberately he answered, " No ! " 

"Then you are, indeed, just towards yourself, and 
render yourself a greater service than you can at 
present comprehend. For tbe curse of God must 
light upon those who still raise their hands against 
this youth." 

" You seem to he well acquainted with this un- 
happy event," replied the couut s " and tbe fate of 
tbe young man appears to concern you nearly. " 

" So it is, iudeedi" replied she, with a touching 
expression of grief; " and I will explain the cir- 
cumstances to you. Sit down," continued she, 
*' and desire your attendants to spare us the sight 
of their unmeaning faces. If I am to rend my 
heart-strings, I must be undisturbed." 

The count did as she desired; her manner 
shewed such unbending determination, that he 
sought only to satisfy her, without esamining her 
rights. Aa soon as he bad taken his place oppo- 
site to her, she began : 

" My daughter, Ellen Gray, once enjoyed your 
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hospitality, but I do not share the opiDion of that 
foolisb girl, that you and your family are proud and 
arrogant, and you have now confirmed me in my 
belie£ I am the unhappy attendant who followed 
the mother of this youth] the rightful Couutese de 
Cr^y-Chabaone, from Scotland to this accursed 
land, where both her honour and her life were 
sacrificed." 

"Whom?" cried the count, "whom do youspeak 
of ? You said the Countess de Cr^-Cbabanne." 

" And I B^d truly," stud Amy, her counte- 
nance darkening. " Count d'Aubaine, I spoke 
the truth. The mother of this youth was law- 
fully married in Scotland to Lionel Count de 
Cr^cy-Chabanne. She followed him hither as his 
wife, and he buried her within the gloomy walls of 
the castle of St. Roche. Before the altar be de- 
nied his legitimate son, and robbed bim of his 
name; and wedded as be was before the-eyes of 
God, and with every legal form, he married another 
lady at Paris, deceived them both, and bad two 
wives. But to the bastard who was ^re bom to 
him be gave the name of Louis Count de Cr^y- 
Chabann^ while on his legitimate son he bestowed 
the surname of St. Roche." 

The count sprang from his seat Abruptly, 
harshly, and drily Amy had uttered the words; and, 
as Reginald had done before him, the count now 
doubted the soundness of ber senses. 

" Woman," said he, " you have pronounced the 
blackest accusations with fearful assurance. Do 
you know what you are saying ?" 
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" I know it well," replied she, firmly, ** although 
I can Bcarcely myself uoderBtand bow I outlived 
such horrorB, without losing my eeuses. But God 
has doubtless spared me to give my testimony; 
and it will be true and correct as if I were standing 
before the tribunal of my Eternal Judge, and yet 
such as to make the hair of all who hear it briBtle 
with horror, as you have felt even now." 

" Amy, Amy," cried Reginald, who meanwhile 
had awoke, " what do you purpose by this dar- 
ing interference ? Do not attempt to guide me — I 
know what I have to do. The justice which you 
have taught me to know, I Bhall claim for the sake 
of the hallowed memory of my mother, and then 
that very justice will destroy her acknowledged son, 
and bury in oblivion the name to which so bitter a 
curse ia attached. Count," added he, rising from 
the bed, on which he had been lying fully dressed, 
'* I am now ready. Is the court assembled ?" 

"Not yet," replied the count, who was both 
agitated and perplexed. '* I wished first to satisfy 
myself whether you were able to go through the 
trial." 

" I am able," replied Reginald, firmly; " my 
strength will endure for that short time. Be sure, 
Count d'Aubaine, that what I have to say will 
shorten the proceedings. The sentence will not 
be long delayed." 

" Unhappy boy," cried Amy, interrupting him, 
*< what act of madness have you resolved upon ? 
Can you purpofie to give yourself up to the exe- 
cutioners, who have lain in watt for you from your 
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infancy, that tbey may prove tbemselree to be in 
Uie right, and succeed in all they have resolved ? " 

Reginald gently took her hand, and gazed 
steadfastly on her despairing countenance. ^' Amy, 
I cannot save you from this last blow. God com- 
fort you !" 

*' Young man," said the Count d'Aub^ne, in a 
tone of sympathy, "justice demands that we should 
not decide too hastily agunst ourselves, even when 
bitter sorrow has deprived our life of its hopes. 
Life is long, and time comes to our rescue, and «e 
may often pursue our career in a new course, even 
when that to which we were hitherto destined is 
for ever closed against us." 

" I thank you from my heart," replied Reginald; 
" I know you would be obliged to refuse my confi- 
dence, and therefore I have never forced it upon 
you. You will soon bear me now." 

Tlie count took leave of tiiem both in the deepest 
emotion. He bad heard new and terrible accusa- 
tions, and in secret bis heart revolted more and 
more against the accusers, and clung but the 
closer to the young Reginald. 
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The mar^ebale having announced her intention 
of being present at the trial, the Countess d'Au- 
baine could not do otherwise than accompanj' her; 
and the two ladies, therefore, made their appear- 
ance, atdred in deep mourning and followed by 
their attendants. The ball which was to be the 
scene of the proceedings had been suitably ar- 
ranged. At the upper end, opposite the entrauce, 
a table bung with black, and with a crucifix upon 
it, waa placed across the room, behind which the 
judge, M. de Mauville, bad taken bis place, with 
two aaaistantB beside bim : at both ends of the 
table were seated the Dotaries, who were to take 
down the proceedings. To the left of the table, 
below the window, sat the Marquis de Souvr^; 
behind bim stood bis servte^s as witnesses ; at bis 
side was the prior of the ihonastery of Tabor, 
backed by the monks who had held intercourse 
with the young men. "^yond them was a group, 
cooBisting of the doctor of the chateau, the consta- 
bles of Ardoise, and the magistrate of' St. Roche. 
These latter had that morning examined the corpse 
in the family vault, where it had been deposited 
for the present. Opposite to all of these the ladies 
had placed themselves; close to the table sat Count 
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Lionel, with half-closed eyes, pale and trembling, 
as if shaken by fever. He had peremptorily re- 
fused to appear as prosecutor, on which account 
the mar^chale bad taken his place. The twt> 
Coants d'Aubaine sate beside him, with counte- 
nances expressive of deep sympathy. In the mid- 
dle of the hall stood an isolated arm-chair; it was 
still empty; the accused was expected. 

All present were attired ir black, and the whole 
assenihly bore a grave and solemn character, which 
was expressed even in the countenances of those 
who composed it. The judge, M. de Mauville, on 
being informed that all were present, rose and 
declared the sittings opened. The Count de 
Cr^cy, who could not move without assistance^ 
suddenly started up, wildly exclaiming, " I can- 
not stay here — I cannot — I must go ! " But the 
energy of desperation could support bis exhausted 
irame only for a moment; he sank back and 
covered his face, and the Counts d'Aubaine com- 
pasuonately interposed to shield him from the 
gaze of those present 

The doors opened, and all beheld the accused 
advance with a feeble step, supported by two ser- 
vai^s. Even under the ravages produced by the 
late events, Reginald was still himself; but his 
appearance was that of a beautiful corpse. His 
forehead and sunken eyelids bore the deep impress 
of sorrow ; and the locks that used to curl so 
brightly round his brow, now hung wearily round 
. bis thin pale iace. As he crossed the threshold, a 
consciDUsneGs of the solemn importance of the 
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momeDt eeemed to seize upon him, and all might - 
see bow the thoughte, which were revealed in the 
workings of his brow, diffused strength through his 
whole frame. Thanking his assistants with his 
accustomed courtesy, he withdrew his arms from 
theirs, and advanced alone to the back of the arm- 
chdr. Here he stood still, and, as he raised his 
beautiful head, he appeared to perceive nothing of 
the whole aeeembly but the crucifix, which was 
raised in front of him. A slight tinge of red passed 
over his features; a glance of inspiration dispelled 
for a moment the clouds of grief; a feeling of 
ardent devotion, of chastened joy in the conscious- 
nese of the blessing tendered to him from thence, 
awoke in the heart of the pupil of F^n61on; he 
bowed his head in humble thajikfulness, and all 
were silent, for they felt that he was engaged in 
prayer. 

M. de Mauville, having invited the accused to 
be seated, began his discourse in a mild tone, and, 
after a suitable address to those present, he thus 
proceeded : — " We are here met to investigate a 
crime, and to clear it from the mystery and intri- 
cacy in which it is involved — a crime that has 
not only caused the extinction of one of the most 
celebrated families of France, in the person of its 
young and hopeful heir, hut which seems to cast 
a stain upon humanity, as in the accused we be- 
hold a youth, who, if convicted of the deed, will be 
found to have violated every tie of affection and 
of grathude. The depositions collected by the 
officers of justice hitherto employed in this affur 
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hare been consigned to ua in order to a prepara- 
tory investigatton here on the spot, to be after- 
wards submitted to the final decieion of tfae crimi- 
Dal court at Paris. Called to the performaoce of 
this solemn and sacred duty, let us be careful that 
DO prejudice, excited by the apparent weight of 
evidence against the accused, may deter us from 
examining, with the same scrupuloua care, all that 
may be urged in his defence, thus shewing our- 
selves ae conscientiously determined to protect in- 
nocence as to punish guilt" Then followed a 
clear and dispaBsionate statement of the facts, as 
far as they could be known to the judges. 

In the cautiously collected and arranged evi- 
dence for the prosecution, it was undeniable that 
appearances were strikingly unfavourable to the 
accused; even the most unprejudiced, the most 
benevolent, could not call this point in question. 
The Marquis de Souvr^'s valet related the conver- 
sation which he had contrived to overhear, in which 
Reginald, by the roost urgent entreaties, bad pre- 
vmled upon the young count to undertake the 
journey to St Roche : the suspicion which this 
excited was especially encouraged by the secrecy 
required by Reginald concerning this step, and the 
fear he had expresBed lest it should be prevented. 
The journey itself had been pursued with a haste 
and impatience, which the unwilling testimony of the 
servants of the two young men could not deny, and 
which, even according to their deposition, was 
cluefly to be attributed to the accused. Tliis 
ground of suspicion was Btrengthened by the evi- 
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dence of the prior of Tabor and of his monks. 
He gave information of Reginald's presence at the 
monoBtery the day hefore, and of the long conver- 
sation, accompanied, on his side, by violent bursts 
of feeling, which he had held with the ancient 
inhabitant of the castle of St. Roche, designated 
by the prior as bearing, for unknown reasons, a 
bitter hatred to the house of CriJey. Further, 
they related the impetuosity with which Reginald 
had insisted on their pursuance of the journey, 
notwithstanding the violence of the tempest and 
the approach of evening; and even the guide 
added to the strength of these accusations, by re- 
counting his own dissuasions, and how the accused 
had nevertheless drawn the other young gentleman 
along with him, in order to reach the castle. 

It must be owned that the deposition of Souvre, 
which is already sufficiently known to us, became 
of the first importance, by consolidating all the 
former grounds of suspicion into a train of evi- 
dence which seemed to leave no means of escape 
to the accused, and warranted the expectation of a 
confession of guilt, which already appeared suffi- 
ciently clear irom the facts. 

When all the particulars had been disposed of, 
came the moment expected by all with equal eager* 
ness, though with the most different feelings, in 
which the accused was summoned either to defend 
himself or to confess his guilt. 

The youth had listened to this long and fearful 
preparation with calmness and attention, without 
ever attempting the slightest interruption either 
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by word or gesture. What passed within him was 
concealed even from the friends who knew him 
best. Ilie sorrow, of which the marks were so 
evident on his countenance, and which was betray- 
ed by his changing colour, was equally far re- 
moved from despair and from remorse. M. de 
Mauville, the experienced councillor of so high a 
tribunal as the criminal court at Paris, in spite of 
all the proofs which he was compelled carefully to 
unfold, could have taken his oath that Reginald was 
not the intentional murderer. And when he found 
that the features of the accused betrayed neither 
alarm nor uneasiness, he feared that be miscon- 
ceived the greatness of the danger, and would, 
therefore, he the less careful in bringing forward 
in his defence thoBe circumstances which might 
still possibly be found to exonerate him. He 
therefore rose and worded his summons to the 
youth to defend himself in a manner calculated to 
arouse all his caution. 

"Although the depositions just concluded of 
the witnesses present awaken a melancholy pro- 
bability, which brings you, sir, into so close a 
connexion with the crime, aa to appear scarcely 
to leave room for doubt, yet I must call your atten- 
tion to the obscurity iu which many of the circum- 
stances are involved, which seems to take from the 
aforesaid probability, and give rise to contradictions 
which we shall be glad to hear explained in your 
hvour. At the same time, therefore, that we 
summon you to give your explanation, we would 
urge you .to collect yourself, and not to overlook 
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its impoTtance ; ranee, notwithstanding yonr youth, 
the convictioQ of such a crime could oDiy be 
punished with death. Notwithstanding all the p^ns 
I have taken to give my undivided attention to 
the depositions laid before me, I have not sue* 
ceeded in discovering one main point, namely, the 
inducement to such a deed. Your connexion with 
Count Louis was marked from your youth up by 
the tenderest friendship; your servants attest that 
the journeys you undertook together were sweet- 
«ied by the most perfect harmony. You were 
every where the support of your weaker friend. 
You stood in this relation to each other even until 
within the walls of St. Roche. Even here your 
first care was for the rest and comfort of Count 
Louis; and the pistol which was afterwards found 
in your hand, the servants state to have been taken 
up by you for the protection of your sleeping 
friend. Moreover, your circumstances could in 
no way come into collision with those of Count 
I^uis ; you possessed an independent fortunet 
and no benefit could accrue to you from the death 
of the count, as there was no relationship between 
you. Where, then, since love and concord are 
proved to have existed up to the last moment 
— where, then, was the inducement to so fearful a 
crime, as there is no evidence of evil or malicious 
passions in your former life? Having, according 
to my duty, called your attention to these circum- 
stances, I now summon you, first, to give the neces* 
sary explanations concerning your name and paren- 
tage, and then to take the oath, which binds you 
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bafora Ood to pTsler the truth before all earthly 
advantage. 

" Sir, your name ie Reginald Chevalier de St 
Roche ; you were bom in Paris, in the Quartier 
dfl St Sulpice, and educated in the Convent of 
St Sulpice, under the guardianship of the Count 
de Crecy-Chabanne. Have you anything to add to 
these notices concerning yourself and your family, 
of which I here find no further mention?*' 

We can easily conceive the excitement produced 
l^ this demand (which, though unavoidable, had 
been forgotten by the accusers) upon all present 
The Count d'Aubaine gazed with undivided atten- 
tion and expectation upon the pale young man, 
who DOW made an effort to rise; slowly,' sup- 
porting himself by the chair, he stood up, and 
raised his melancholy eyes to seek the countenance 
of the judge, who had just addressed him with so 
much mildneBB and humanity. Suddenly his glance 
rested upon the father of Fran9oise, and he trem- 
bled from head to foot, as if he would have fallen 
bock ; but in an instant it was over. For a 
moment he pressed his bands convulsively to his 
forehead, and then stood firmly erect. The Count 
d'Aubaine had no suspicion of the cause of this 
violent emotion, and few besides Reginald per- 
ceived it, ao riveted was the attention of all; and 
thus Fran^oise d'Aubaine, who had glided in 
through a side door during M. de Mauville's dis- 
course, remained unmolested, leaning upon her 
father's chair; wiUi that calm unshrinking determi- 
nation, which, in such lender and feminine natures. 
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is 8 sure token of. oyerwhelming feeling, she aeso- 
ciated herself to a scene which was neither suitable 
to her age nor to her sex. The effect produced 
upon Reginald may be easily understood : after the 
first shock was over, he felt his powers increased and 
exalted by her presence. It seemed to him that God 
had sent an angel to strengtheu and console him ; 
and, indeed, her appearance was rather such than 
that of an earthly being. The rich waves of her 
hair surrounded her beautiful but deadly pale face, 
while three white roses seemed placed to restrain 
its luxuriance: the memorable dress of pale blue 
satin flowed around her tall slender figure; and 
this vision was rendered so much the more 
dazzling hy the deep mourning in which all around 
her were attired. 

M. de Mauville wished to help the young pri- 
soner over the difficulty of the first word. " Sir," 
said he, " the form of proving your identity requires 
of you only to answer 'yes' in confirmation of iL 
That will be accepted in the place of your oath, 
and you will afterwards be free to lay any further 
infonnation on the subject before the supenor 
tribunal, if you should feel inclined to do so." 

"That confirmation I can no* give !" suddenly 
exclaimed Reginald, as he stood erect before them. 

"Sir," said M. de Mauville, "you have per- 
haps misunderstood my question : 'all that is at 
present required of you is to confirm your identity, 
as Chevalier de St. Roche.* 

" I understand you perfectly," replied Reginald ; 
" but if my answer is to be accepted in place of 
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an oath, I cannot give this confirmation, for the 
Dame and title of Chevalier de St. Roche does 
not in reality belong to me, but was affixed to me 
with evil intent at my birth." 

"Silence that false Titlaio !" suddenly exclaimed 
the enraged Marechale de Cr^cy, starting to ha- 
feet; "his object is to perplex the matter in hand, 
by mixing up with it other questions perfectly 
foreign to it."^ 

M. de Mauville bowed gravely : " The exami- 
nation must not be interrupted, madam ; we are 
bound to listen to what the accused has to say. 
fie assured that we will maintain order in the 
proceedings." 

The marechale resumed her seat, indignant at 
perceiving that she could not carry her point. 

Reginald had not deigned to bestow a glance 
upon her, but waited calmly, turning towards the 
judge. When silence was restored, he continued : 
'' I have the fear of God before my eyes, and esteem 
truth beyond every earthly advantage ; therefore 1 
have made this declaration. But this matter, which 
I am resolved to bring to light, according to truth, 
for the sake of the injured honour of my blameless 
mother, has only a collateral influence upon the 
circumstances which I have here to explain. I 
therefore beg to be excused from the necessity of 
giving my real name. Tlie remaining explanations 
I have to offer will soon testify how little I am 
inclined to turn them to my own advantage." 

" I think, sir," replied M. de Mauville, after a 
short consultation with the assistant judges, " that 
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your request is so much the more admiseible, as 
you do not now stand before the supreme tribunal, 
and as our proceedings here can only be regarded 
in the light of a preparatory examination, since 
the final sentence rests with the court at Paris ; 
and the unusual proceeding of sending us hither 
is only to be ascribed to regard for one of the first 
families in the kingdom." 

•' I must further add," continued Reginald," that 
I am equally unable at present to give my reasons 
for inducing Count Louis to go with me to St. 
Roche. But this will not interfere with your 
duties as a judge, for my confession will render 
all further proof unnecessary. Gentlemen, you 
may state that I am the murderer of Count Louis, 
for it was the discharge of my pistol that cost him 
his life." 

Having uttered these words, the accused leant 
back against his chair; he was paler than ever, 
and breathed quickly. He heard a tumultuous 
movement going on around him, and it seemed 
to him as if the Count de CrScy were carried 
past him out of the ball When he was able to 
recover himself he saw Count Lionel's seat empty : 
all besides had retained their places. At a sign 
from M. de Mauville, silence was restored. 

" Young man," said he, in a tone of earnest 
persuasion, " I admonish you to collect yourself. 
You have been ill, and your mental powers have 
been weakened ; perhaps you have not yet attained 
to a clear comprehension of your case, and have 
fallen into the frequent error of youth, that of 
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giving yourself up at the first touch of suspicion 
which menaces your fame, instead of entering 
upon a defence which demands both patience and 
self-control." 

" Wise and clear-sighted judge ! " here ex- 
claimed aloud a harsh dry voice. " God's bless- 
ing he upon you ! You are the first upon this 
accursed soil of France who has spoken like a 
Christian ! " 

" Unhappy woman ! " cried Reginald, rusing 
bis eyes to Amy Gray; "what seek you here? 
how came you hither ? " 

" When they bore Aim out, whose conscience 
convicted him, 1 found the path open to me, and 
I am here in the exercise of my lawful rights to 
deliver my testimony," replied she, firmly; "since 
you are of such a lamb-like nature as to leave 
the sword in the sheath, and to fling down before 
the hungry lions the prey for which they thirst ! 
Tell me," said she, advancing to the table, and 
raising her hands towards the judge, " do I here 
stand before an upright Christian tribunal? Is 
testimony here received, and just judgment pro- 
nounced, as in the sight of God ? " 

M. de Mauville gazed with astonishment upon 
a being who seemed to belong to another century, 
like an animated picture of former times, and 
whose every word and gesture betokened a strength 
of determination heightened hy an expression of 
gloomy indignation which excited the utmost 
interest. "Do not doubt," said he, mildly, "that 
you stand in the presence of Christians, who look 
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to God for wisdom to give righteous judgment. 
What have you to say to us ? " 

" GeDtlemen," cried the Marqute de Souvre, 
BtartiDg up with great vebemeace, *' this woman 
cannot give testimony before the court She is 
the aged inhabitant of St. Roche, who has long 
been the victim of madness, and who probably, 
by her insane influence, misled the young man to 
the commission of the crime which he has con- 
fessed ! " 

"Marquis!" cried Reginald, witli a degree of 
energy of which his previous demeanour had given 
no sign, " you are the last person who has a right 
to cost any aspersion upon the clearness or sound- 
ness of sense of this honourable and unhappy wo- 
man. Do not drive me, by your insults to her, 
which I will not sufier, to make use of those means 
for my defence, which, as you well know, 1 have at 
command." 

" Yes," said Amy Gray, regarding the marquis 
wiUi cold contempt, " I now recognise the face of 
that guilty wretch : and does he, wbo more than 
any other deserves the name of murderer, dare to 
stand up as a witness agtunst you ? God will send 
his avenging angel, and curse the very ground 
upon which he treads 1 And you, who claim to 
give judgment here in God's name, do not accept 
the testimony of this villain, but learn from me 
the guilt and blackness of his soul I " 

" M. de Mauville," said the mar^hale, with a 
cold arrogance, which was intended to recall to 
his recoItecUon her exalted station, " We have no 



»i by Google 



ST. EOCHE. 97 

desire to witness the ravings of a maniac ; and I 
must remind you that the melancholy cause which 
required our presence is put an end to hy the 
confession of the criminal: I therefore ca]l upon 
you to close the proceedings." 

M. de Mauville rose with dignity, and addressed 
the marechale: "Madam, your presence here is 
an act of your own iree choice, which was neither 
demanded nor refused by us ; therefore, your ah- 
sence is left equally to your own discreUon. But 
I cannot hring the trial to a conclusion, since the 
confession of a criminal is only then decisive, when 
it coDfirtDs and explains the accusations brought 
against him. This, however, is not the case in 
this instance. The confession, which demands our 
closest attention, is wrapped in a veil of mystery, 
which we must endeavour to clear away,' since we 
are called upon not only to detect the guil^, hut 
to shield the innocent, We must, therefore, take 
advantage of every clue to information which may 
present itself; and the testimony of this woman, 
though not exactly according to form, is by no 
means to he refused in a court of inquiry, the 
object of which is to collect information on the 
subject" 

It was not without an evident struggle that the 
marechale submitted to this courteous hut decided 
repulse. She would have wished at least to shew 
by her absence how much sbe was offended, hut 
her eager desire to interfere, either to guide the 
course of the proceedings to the desired end, or, 
at least, to prevent mischief, kept her undecided, 
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until sbe finally resolved to remain where she 
was. 

M. de Maurille then turned to Amy Gray, and 
asked her whether the testimony which she came 
to deliver were connected with the catastrophe 
which they were met to investigate : otherwise 
be charged her not to interrupt the course of 
justice, by the introduction of any extraneous 
matter. 

" What I have to state belongs to it as much 
as sight to the eyes," replied Amy; "therefore 
give me place, I charge you, that I may inform 
you of that which you will hardly learn Ironi 
him." 

■ "Amy," said Reginald, with great earnestnese, 
** ydu have failed to keep your word, and you are 
under a great error in endeavouring to save one 
who can derive no benefit from your statements; 
for the pue fact is incontestible, that Count Lx>ui8 
fell by my hand." 

" Then so much the better, my child," ex- 
claimed the old woman, coming forward in great 
excitement: "then you have already executed 
righteous judgment, and you are the one only 
rightful Count de Cr^cy-Chabanne I" 

" Oh ! Amy," cried Reginald, covering bis face, 
"wherefore expose my father's shame?" 

Meanwhile a great tumult had arisen, and 
many voices were heard at once: Souvre and the 
raar^chale loaded M. de Mauville with reproaches 
for having given license of speech to a maniac 
and a deceiver. 
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M. de Mauville remained quietly seated, vith 
a shrewd and penetrating glance, like one upon 
whom a light has suddenly broke. He replied 
to no one — seemed to hear do one, and only ex- 
changed a few words with his coadjutors. He 
suffered the confusion to continue for some mo- 
ments, and then suddenly rose. He repeatedly 
commanded silence, striking his band upon tbe 
table. Tbe sonorous tones of bis voice over- 
powered the murmurs of the multitude, and the 
angry words of individual speakei^ 

" Woman," eaid he, in a tone of indignation, to 
Amy Gray, *' who are you ? and what accusation 
do you dare to bring against one of the noblest 
families of France? What right have you tO' 
utter — what proof to support such assertions ? " 

" Bid them be silent," said Amy. " It is long 
since I have found myself amongst so many people ; 
tbeir noise confuses my head," 

Silence was restored., The mar6chale was almost 
overpowered by the torture of feeling herself 
obliged to remain, — she considered herself unpar- 
donably insulted. But there was much at stake, and 
she doubted not her power to suppress, or at least 
to cast suspicion upon, everything which might 
here be revealed. Amy Gray meanwhile supported 
herself against the table, turning her back to all 
present, and in a loud, firm voice, so that every 
word was distinctly beard throughout the ball, 
said, " My name is Amy Gray : I am she who ac- 
companied from England to France the lawful wife 
of Count Lionel de Cricy-Chabanne. Tbe poor 
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persecuted youth here present iB the issue of that 
lawful marriage. He, wboee murderer they would 
all make him out to be, was a bastard ; for the first 
wife lived for a whole year after the couut had 
married the second." 

The mar6chsle and Soutt^ agiun rose ; hut M. 
de Mauville signed to them to he still. " I must 
beg of you," said he, " to offer no interruption. I 
comprehend the matter as well as you can do, and 
promise you that you shall receive justice." They 
resumed their places, both hoping that M. de 
Mauville was on their side. 

" Woman," said he, sternly, " are you aware of 
the full meaning of what you have just now uttered? 
Do you expect that we shall be ready to believe 
your word, unsupported by proofs, in an attack 
upon a man like Count Lionel, whose uprightness 
is undoubted?" 

" He was but a poor despicable suffering tool in 
the hands of others, " cried Amy Gray; "too weak 
alike for good or for evil, — a miserable half-formed 
character; but be bad for his mother a wicked 
woman, who knew all — and for bis friend a very 
devil, who stands here, and who executed what she 
determined ! " 

" And are you indeed so insane,^ said M. de 
Mauville, " as to imagine that we shall believe you 
without proof? You are amenable to justice on a 
charge of malicious slauder." 

" Sir," said Reginald, *< I must put a check upon 
your zeal. Although I disapprove of the promul- 
gation of these disastrous circumEtances, and the 
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unhappy and sorely tried woman before you has 
acted in defiance of my express command not to 
appear in this place, yet I must defend her against 
unmerited insult. She is not insane, sir. She is 
but too well able to prove what she asserts ; and as 
the barriers have once been broken down, which, 
out of respect for the name which I rightfully bear, 
I had imposed upon myself, I shall no longer resist 
the course of events, and I here openly declare that 
I am the one only rightful heir of the name and 
titles of Cr4cy-Chabanne ! " 

"Sir," cited the mar^chale, trembling with pas- 
sion, "I protest that I will no longer give the 
sanction of my presence to proceedings in 
which all due respect for me and for my family is 
set aside, and maniacs and deceivers are admitted 
to bear witness against us." She rose to depart, 
but it remaned for Reginald to give ber proof that 
in his veins flowed the blood of the Cr^cys! 
Hastily and with a heightened colour he advanced 
a few steps towards her. 

*' Stay, madam 1 " exclaimed he, in a commanding 
, tone, " stay and resume your seat ! You have no 
right to insult me, for you above all others are 
Bware of the truth of the statements you have just 
heard. It is you, madam, who have dishonoured 
the name of Cr6cy-Cbabanne — you who drove my 
father, your son, to commit so black a crime — Co 
deprive his legitimate son of all his rights; — you 
who, by your inhuman cruelly, and through the 
means of your agent Souvre, broke the heart of 
my angel mother, your only lawful daugbter-in- 
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law ! — You who brought the daughter of the noble 
bouse of Lesdigui^res into a disgraceful contiexioQ 
with the husband of another, and finally broke the 
heart of the high-minded victim of your treachery !" 
" Stay," cried he, as the mar^cbale, rousing 
herself from the first stupor of consterDatton, en- 
deavoured to effect her retreat ; " your presence 
here is necessary. I command yoo to remain. 
You have dared to call me a deceiver. You 
should have trembled at the word. I, who could 
have branded it upon all those most nearly allied 
to me, put & seal upon my lips, out of respect for 
the name which had been borne by my spotless 
mother. But now, madam, you have yourself broken 
the seal ; a Cr6cy-Cbabanne must not be called a 
deceiver with impunity. Come forward. Amy 
Gray ; unfold the documents, which proclium all 
the truth ; and yon, madam, shall examine them, 
and then retract your words — your words uttered 
against me." 

The marechale stood motionless, as if spell- 
bound, before the indignant Reginald ; indeed, the 
whole assembly bad gradually become eager and 
silent listeners, while M. de Mauville remtuned an 
acute observer, and suffered these passionate out- 
bursts to take their course, while seeking to find in 
them a clue to the discovery of the truth. 

"What means this insolence?" stammered the 
mar^chale at length;" what have you to clium 
from me hut contempt and detestation ? To whom 
should I do justice ? to the murderer of my grand- 
son, whose whole accusation against us is but 
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an additional confirmatioD of the charge brought 
againet him of premeditated murder ?"" 

" Premeditated? premeditated ?" shrieked Regi- 
nald, in a tone ae if hie very heart-strings were 
breaking; "I murder Louis inteDtionaUy ? — he 
who hut a few hours before had become my brother 
— to whom my greater right to the name and title 
which he bore gave hut a Gtronger clium on my 
love, on my protection? — I meant to murder him ? 
God of heaven ! none but you could have had such 
a thought ! " 

Meanwhile Amy Gray had unfolded the marriage 
certificate, taken from the parish register of Stir- 
lingwood, of which on her departure thence she 
had contrived secretly to obtain poseession before 

Lord G could carry his destructive purpose 

into effect, and the certificate of Reginald's baptism, 
and of Flora's burial, from the pariah register 
of St Roche. M. de Manville examined them 
both, and then handed them over to the other 
jodges. 

"Madam," said M. de Mauville to the mare- 
cbale, " these papers must be more narrowly ex- 
amined, hut they certainly bear an appearance of 
authenticity. 

"What?" retorted the marechale, "a ceremony 
performed by a heretical priest of a sect which we 
are forbidden to look upon as Christian ! Can that 
constitute a legal claim? By whom would it he 
recognised, think you ?" 

" By all, madam," answered M. de Mauville, 
" who are acquainted with the peculiar privileges 
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of the Scottisb Church, which date from the Ume 
of Queen Mary, and empower the clergy of that 
church to solemnise marriages on their own sole 
authority : they were granted in the hope, that, by 
facihtating mixed marriages, many might be re- 
claimed into the bosom of the Church of Rome. 
They have thus obtained a legal validity, which the 
papal court, at least, does not dispute.'^ 

The mar^chale for a moment lost all her aelf- 
command ; she loojied at Souvre, who stood coldly 
and proudly beside the table, and said iu reply to 
her glance, " It appears to me, madam, that you 
lower your dignity too far, by hoDouring these in- 
tricate and confused proceedings with your pre- 
sence. Permit me to offer you my arm. In Pane 
you will find a more fitting tribunal, by wbicb these 
studied insults will be refuted and punished. I, at 
least, will have nothing further to do with this 
matter." 

He approached the mar^chale, who had quite 
lost her usual haughtiness of demeanour, and suf- 
fered him to lead her away ; the Countess d'Au- 
baine followed her, for she did not perceive her 
unhappy daughter, who had taken a seat behind 
the chair of her equally unconscious . father, and 
watched the proceedings with a degree of mental 
agitation which rendered her quite unconscious of 
anything remarkable in her conduct. 

On the retirement of those who liad caused so 
much disturbance, M. de Mauville resumed the 
often interrupted proceedings. "Young man,** 
sud he, addressing R«ginald, " the moment at 
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which your aged protectress has compelled you to 
declare yourself a member of a powerful and dia- 
tinguished hinily, and oae io whom such rights are 
centred, must be acknowledged to be a moat un- 
fortunate one, in couBequence of the fearful occur- 
rence which gives rise to the present esamiDation. 
Nevertheless, I think I may assume, that, with this 
. disclosure, made against your will, the cause is re- 
moved which deterred you from stating your motive 
for taking Count Louis to St, Roche, At the same 
time, sir, (for grieved as I am to say it, it is never- 
theless true,) these new disclosures are rather in- 
jurious than favourable to you, for it now becomes 
an important question, whether you, as is pre- 
tended, or the youth who had hitherto been con- 
sidered as such, were indeed the elder Count de 
Cr^y-Chabanne ; for your presumed rights might 
indicate a position with regard to the deceased, 
which would make his life or death a matter of 
great moment to you. Therefore I would urge you 
to collect yourself, and give a true account of the 
whole course of events." 

" Sir," replied Reginald, without hesitation, " I 
do not deceive myself as to my position, and, 
therefore, I entertain no hope. Moreover, the 
death of Louis by my hand effectually cuts me off 
from the pOBsibiUty of any future happiness. My 
life must be the expiation for his young and hope- 
ful exbtence so soon cut off; I rather desire this, 
than seek to escape from it" 

A groan burst from Amy's bosom, she trembled 
and tottered beneath the words which spoke the 
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firm resolve of her darling. M. de Mauville de- 
sired a chair to be given her, and from that mo> 
meet she sat motionless, with her eyes fixed upon 
Reginald. 

*' What I have further to tell concerning this 
tearful catastrophe is so extraordinary, that I had 
determined to pass it over altogether in silence, as 
it cannot possibly assume the appearance of truth 
in the eyes of my judges, and their consequent - 
doubts of my veracity would mortiiy me deeply," 

"You must have confidence in your judges, 
young man," eaid M. de Mauville ; " we are not 
here with the object of finding you guilty, and we 
are accustomed to the marvellous. In virtue of 
my high office, I summon you to declare all that is 
in your heart." 

After a pause of painful reflection, Reginald eX' 
claimed, " So be it, then. I feel with thank^tlness 
that I stand before an upright and noble-minded 
man, but, above all, I feel that I stand in the pre- 
sence of God." 

. Reginald now proceeded calmly and clearly with 
bis narrative. He spoke of his uncertainty with 
regard to his fomily, concerning wbicb he had made 
no inquiries, secure as he felt under the protection 
of the Cr^cys. Count Lionel had called himself 
his guardian, and had deferred all explanations 
until after his return from his travels. He men- 
tioned Amy Gray's first summons before his 
journey, which he had declined to obey ; then 
her second summons, which called him to the 
Abbey of Tabor, and recounted ber disclosures 
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with obvious reluctance. Amy Gray wished to 
deliver the docomeDts to bim at St. Rocbe — bis 
own heart called bim to his mother's grave — Louis 
was to accompany him. He could think of QOtbiug 
apart from him ; and there, assisted by tbe docu- 
ments, and tbe disclosures of the old woman, they 
could together weigh all tbe circumstances, and 
determine their future course. These, sir," said 
Reginald, <'are the grounds upon which I per- 
suaded Louis to undertake with me tbe journey to 
St. Roche, but they can only he estimated by those 
who know how we loved each other — how no secrets 
could exist between us. 

"Yet even this is far more probable than what 
I have further to relate." He then touched upon 
the state of mental excitement in which be bad 
sat opposite to Louis, with a pistol in his hand, for 
the purpose of keeping guard over him, and how 
at length, overpowered by fatigue, he had fallen 
asleep, and had been assailed by the dream, which 
be detailed in heart-stirring words, with all tbe 
feelings of deep horror, which even now threatened 
to overwhelm bim as he recalled it. A breathless 
silence reigned throughout tbe halL In all that 
large assembly there was perhaps not one who did 
not look upon the youth, not only as innocent^ but 
as deserving of the deepest commiseration. 

When be had ended, the unfortunate Reginald 
almost overpowered by the exertion he had made, 
sank hack into bis chair, pale and exhausted. The 
gaze of M. de Mauvillo rested for a moment upon 
this touching victim, with the wish that such might 
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be his end; for the experienced judge was aware 
that there was do hope of saving him. 

One of the ossistant-judgee now turoed to M. de 
Mauville, saying, "You have forgotten the depo- 
sition of the valet, who told us of a loTO-quarrel 
between the two young people ; another weighty 
cause which might give rise to such a deed." 

A disapproving glance from M. de Mauville fell 
upon him, hut he continued. 

*' The a&ctions of both were fixed upon the 
same object, tiie daughter of this house; Count 
Louis had been betrothed to her in the morning. 
The accused was informed of it. " 

" Hold ! " cried Reginald ; " for God's sake, ur, be 
silent [^ He bad started to bis feet with convuU 
sive energy, and a deep flush once more overspread 
his death-like features. "Do not, I entreat you, 
sufier the name of this lady to be desecrated by 
being mixed up with my miserable fate. Utter, if 
you will, the fatal verdict— guilty ; but, for the love 
of Heaven, do not add this fresh ground of proof. 
I cannot endure it — be silent on that point, as you 
yourself hope for mercy." 

Then on a sudden Fran^oise passed before the 
eyes of her horror-stricken father. She advanced 
with a light step towards Reginald, who retreated 
before her to bis chair. She stood still immediately 
In front of him, and sud in a low, soft voice, alike 
powerless and passionless, " Why would you deny 
me, noble, guiltless Reginald? I was the object 
of your love, I shall bold fast the recollection of it 
for ever ! The world parted us, but we were true 
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to each other -, and Louis, your lamented brother, 
would not have interposed between ua. I am now 
your bride — and his — and the widow of you both t 
Farewell — we shall meet again." Almost with 
cheerfulness she extended to him her pale mar- 
ble hand : he did not resist — he knelt down, 
and sobbing aloud, he pressed it to his lips. 
He looked up to the beautiful but fixed and rigid 
countenance, from which the eyes gazed down 
upon him so vacantly : the pale blue robe fell like 
a veil around him, and the beautiful figure sank 
slowly to the ground. Her father raised the un- 
conscious form gently from the arms of Reginald, 
who, at the moment of separation, received his 
sentence of death. He gazed aft^r her as if she 
were the last pulse of his life ; and at the same 
instant felt himself tenderly clasped to a warm" 
and throbbing heart — that of the brother of 
Franfoise. 

M. de Mauville closed the proceedings. Regi- 
nald was led away with the tenderest care. Amy 
Gray abruptly barred the path of the judges. 
She would have entreated, but her unbending spi- 
rit could not now learn a task unknown before. 
" Judges," cried she, with the anguish of despair, as 
she grasped the arm of M. de Mauville, " do jus- 
tice I — do justice ! He is innocent — guiltless as 
when he hung upon his motber^s breast !" 

" Unhappy woman," said M. de Mauville, " I 
will recommend bim to the mercy of the king." 

" Mercy I" cried Amy, wildly. " Justice ! jus- 
tice ! not mercy I He must have justice I" 
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" He has Dothing to hope from justice, " sud the 
second judge ; " every tribunal will condenm him : 
dreams cannot be receired as testimony.'* 

They passed by her; she gazed fixedly after 
them ; her greatest agony was her inability to com- 
prehend such justice. She uttered a wild, fearful 
cry. The compassionate monks came to the aid of 
the unfortunate woman, who had fallen into con- 
TuUions. 



by Google 



CHAPTER III. 

The mar^chale set off for Paris the some even- 
ing, accompaDied by the Marquia de Souvr^. The 
parting from the Count d'Aubune and his family 
was cold, and shewed mistrust on either aide. The 
mar^cfaale had recovered her former resolute de- 
meanour ; ber manner was intended to evince a 
contempt for the accusations brought against faer, 
which should render them powerless. The Count 
d'Aubaine was both too upright and too proud to 
suffer his opinions to be dictated to him, and he 
treated her with reserve. Count Lionel followed 
bis mother, ill and broken-hearted. 

Soon after came the carriage of M. de Mauville; 
it preceded another closed vehicle, which conveyed 
Reginald to the Bastile. Towards midnight the 
melancholy train was slowly followed by a hear^, 
bearing the corpse of Count Louis to the family 
vault, in the CbSteau de Mon9ay. 

Fraufoise d'Aubaine long remained a victim to 
mental disease, attended almost exclusively by her 
father, whose presence alone seemed to give her 
peace, while that of all others disturbed her. She 
remained for years in this condition. At length 
she slowly recovered, to feel herself a stranger in 
the world. Her father made no effort to compt^ 
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her to return to society ; he required nothing of her 
beyond a dignified energy of mind. While he 
spared her the social intercourse of the world, he 
occasionally took her to his chateau near Paria, 
where he would assemble the heroes and distin- 
guished men of the day, in whose society the mind 
of Fran^oise expanded and developed itself, al- 
though, as far as concerned herself, without an aim, 
without an objecL Thus was she gently led back 
* to life, its lovely and disinterested companion. 
The mar^hale knew bow to make good use of 
her extensive connesion. Reginald's trial was en- 
veloped in a species of mystery to which she con- 
trived to give the appearance of moderation. It 
seemed as if, bowed down by sorrow, she shunned 
everything like a public exhibition; she referred, 
by gentle bints and insinuations, to her son. It 
was not unnatural to suppose that Lionel's mind 
was affected. Buried within the precincts of a dis- 
tant estate of the bouse of Cr4cy, bis condition re- 
mained for a long time doubtful. Sometimes he 
appeared to be insane; and then he cursed his 
mother, and wished to murder Souvre. Then again 
he would spend whole days and nights upon his 
knees — he was visited by spirits. Victorine, with 
Flora at her side, appeared to him ; be conversed 
with them: and this generally ended the paroxysm. 
He would then sink down upon the floor, where for 
a few hours he would find sleep, until a fresh burst 
of despair awoke him. 

At the end of a year, during which the castle of 
St. Roche and the whole neighbourhood bad once 
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more been minutal]' examioed, in which the judges 
had listened to the tsBtimony of the stern and fierce 
Amy Gray, without believing the soundness of her 
intellect, interrogated every witness, ^nd decided 
sometimes on one side and sometimes on the other, 
the verdict, as was naturally to be expected, was 
given AGAINST Reginald, and the king signed his 
death-warrant 

This was the moment of final security, which 
the mar^hale had awaited. Clad in the deepest 
mourning, she drove to Versailles, having previously 
announced to her whole circle of friends that she 
meant to implore the mercy of the king in hvour 
of the enemy, the murderer of her race ! All ex- 
pressed their astonishment and admiraUoo of the 
exalted virtue of this generous and high-minded 
woman. It was the signal for all to follow her to 
Versailles. Inquiries were made as to the hour of 
ber departure ; it was like a triumphal procession. 
Carriage after carriage, canopied with red — a pri- 
vilege peculiar to the families of the highest rank — 
followed each other up the broad road leading to 
the palace. At the king's usual hour of reception, 
the Prince de Courtenaye, being id waiting, re- 
quested aD audience for the Mar^hale de Cr^y ; 
but he was met by a look from the king which dis- 
turbed him not a little. Louis iuquired the names 
of those present in the audience-chamber, and M. 
de Courtenaye mentioned those of the first families 
in France, " Oh I " said the king, with a haughty 
smile, "her whole circle! You see," continued 
he, turning to an ecclesiastic who stood id the 
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backgrouod, " a p&rt hae been reserved for ub in 
the last scene of this tragedy." Tlie eocIesiadUc 
was F^n^lon, Archbishop of Cambray. "Sir," cod- 
tjnued the king to the Prince de Courtenaye, " the 
persons assembled are approved by us ; we will 
receive them at a later hour." 

M. de Courtenaye could no longer doubt that the 
king was displeased. As, pale with consternation,' 
he re-entered the audience-chamber, the mar^hale 
appeared at the further end of it, with an equally 
fallen countenance. She had wished to pay her 
respects to Madame de Maintenon, whom she had 
seen from a distance walking on the terrace, sur- 
rounded by a circle of ladies ; but the lacquey wjjo 
announced her returned with the answer that 
Madame la Marquise was engaged, and could not 
receive, Madame la Mar^chale. The marechale 
could scarcely believe her senses; the ladies present 
who had formed her train were extremely embar- 
rassed ; and when she leached the audience-cham- 
ber, not one of her former escort accompanied her. 

What an hour of suspense was that which fol- 
lowed ! The foreigners present wondered At the 
lateness of the hour, the natives were fuU of im- 
patience and curiosity. The assemblage grew more 
and more numerous: one after another arrived the 
enemies of the marechale. She was well aware 
that they came by appointment. Even Souvr^ was 
taken so completely by surprise, that his epecula-i 
tions on the subject deprived him of his usual pre^, 
sence of mind. At Jength the doors were thrown ', 
open; Uie gentlemen in waiting entered, followed 
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by the princee of the blood. All took their places 
near the door. In the adjacent ealoon the king 
wae seen advancing slovly, with all that imposing 
dignity and grace, which, heightened by the beauty 
that he still retained, made him the model upon 
which the eyes of all Europe were turned. A little 
behind him, on his left hand, walked F^nelon, 
Archbishop of Cambray, to whom Louis was speak- 
ing with that marked good-will and courteous de- 
ference which wer& ao attractive to those whom he 
honoured with it. The mar^ale felt her knees 
tremble under her at sight of F^n^lon, but she 
made an effort, aod only held herself more haughtily 
erect Souvre, ae though he would make way for 
her, drew still further back. 

All present waited in breathle^ suspense until 
the king bad crossed the threshold. At the same 
moment he put on his bead a bat which he had 
carried under his arm, took it off again aft^r a few 
seconds, bowed to the assembly, and replaced it on 
his head. 

" Those who have been announced have the pre- 
cedence," said the Prince de Courtenaye, aloud. 

That was the decisive moment! The per- 
sons designated separated themselves from the 
mass, and came forward forming a circle. The 
mar^chale boldly took up her podtion bn the rights 
next to the king. Louis once more saluted the 
assembly, addressed the Count de Villeroi and the 
aged Duchess de G^vres with the utmost cheer- 
fulness and beni^ity, and then continued his 
greetings to the reft of ihe expectant circle. Still 
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no one could deceive himself as to the humour of 
the king; there was a sroalt red spot under his 
right eye, a sure indication that his anger had been 
excited. Its object was already evident, for he 
had passed by the Mar^chale de Cr^y without 
noticing her. 

The audience, which the rest of the court at- 
tended mer^y as spectators, was concluded, and all 
had received their share of the royal notice except 
the mar^chale and Souvr^, to neither of whom 
the king had spoken. Louis now drew himself 
haughtily up, and said, " Princes, I believe you 
have friends amongst the circle present." 

This was the accustomed signal that the king 
had concluded his audience, when the Prince de 
Courtenaye was permitted to remind the king of 
any one whom he might have omitted to notice. 
He advanced and named the mar^cbaleand Souvr4. 
The king bowed his head almost imperceptibly, 
and the mar^cbale came forward, susttuned by her 
indignation alone. 

" Madam," began the king, taking off his hat 
wiUi an air of indifference, and suffering the hand 
that held it to hang down, which denoted a very 
slight degree of regard, " we feel so much the 
more regret at seeing you thus late, as we have 
some tidings to impart which are of considerable 
importance to you. At the prayer of your son, con- 
veyed to us by the Lord Archbishop of Cambray, we 
have extended our pardon to the young man known 
by the name of Chevalier de St. Roche, who 
appears to ua deserving of much compassion, as 
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the victim of an error, the guilt of which restB, I 
think, with others, rather than with himself." 

" Sire," replied the mar^chale, in a heightened 
tone, " I came here to prefer the same prayer for 
your mercy. It is not vengeance on the criminal 
that can save the renowned and expiring house of 
Crecy-Chabanne ; we do not Beek the penalty of 
hlood." 

" We rejoice to hear it," rephed the king, with 
impenetrable coldness. "We will inform our sister- 
in-law of the fact. She has this morning requested 
our permisnon to release you, Madame la Mar£- 
chale, from the duties of the office you hold in her 
household of mistress of the robes." 

" Sire," esclaimed the mar^chale, " are mis- 
fortunes, such as pursue our house, a reason for 
degrading us?" 

"Madam," replied the king, "do not forget your 
poaitiou. Misfortune finds in us protection and 
assistance ; we give proof of this by extending our 
pardon to the young man, whom crimes of the 
deepest dye have deprived of all those earthly 
advantages which we most highly value : the legiti- 
mate right to an illustrious name, and the possession 
of great wealth attached to it." 

"I perceive with pain," replied the mar^nle, 
still unsubdued, " that my enemies have had time 
to cast suspicion upon me. I must crave per- 
mission to say that your majesty has been mis- 
informed." 

The red spot on Louis's cheek deepened in 
colour, and his flashing eyes fixed a searchiiig gaze 
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on the mar^chale. " Misinformed ! " exclaimed 
be ; " beware of your words, madam, and know 
tbat your own son and the Archbishop of Cambray 
were our informants !" 

The mar^chale tottered backwards. 

" So surely as I am King of France and successor 
of St Louis — had not the unhappy youth been so 
publicly convicted of murder-— justice should have 
taken a widely different course in this matter ! And 
you, madam,— who can no longer doubt tbat we are 
well aware how you have hitherto dared to deceive 
us, — will have the goodness to inform the minister 
of police before this evening, what convent, at the 
distance of twenty miles from Paris, you have 
fixed upon as your residence." 

The mar^cbale could scarcely support herself, 
she strove to epeak, but the king put on his bat 
and turned away, and at the same moment the 
mar^chale was borne back by the crowd of advan- 
cing courtiers. With a. firm and rigid step ehe tra- 
versed the apartments, entered her red canopied 
carriage, and said in a scarcely audible voice, "To 
Monday." 

" Weil, M. de Courtenaye," asked the king, 
"what else have you to sayF" — the prince had 
said nothing. " Ob ! I understand," continued he ; 
" the Marqais de Souvr6 1 Tell him tbat the atmo- 
ephere of the court is no longer fitted for him. We 
think that of England will suit him better; at any 
rate, his correspondence with William of Orange 
will there meet with fewer obstacles. His name is 
unwelcome to our ears." 
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Souvt6, who was lored and esteemed by none, 
ereo in the courtly sense of the word, did not 
wait to be expelled from the audieace-chamber. 
He had long been promised a refuge in England, 
in case bis intrigues should be discovered : be 
hastened to the Hotel de Crecy, where he resided, 
to make preparations for immediately commencing 
his journey. The police overtook him, bis papers 
fell into their hands, and, after a short trial, he 
was consigned to the fortress of Rochefort for the 
remainder of his days. 

The Archbishop of Cambray, at the close of the 
audience, hastened through the king's apartments 
to an open gallery which led into the gardens of 
the palace. He soon discovered the object of his 
search, Lionel Count de Cr^cy-Chabanne, who, 
supported between two servants, strove to hasten 
towards him. The generous Pension quickened 
bis pace, and, in order to shorten his painful sus- 
pense, be with a joyful countenance held up a 
sheet of parchment " He is pardoned ! he is 
pardoned t" exclsimed he. " Now make your 
peace with God ; your king forgives you." A 
deep sigh burst from Lionel's lips, and Fen^lon 
clasped him to his bosom. 

A few days after, about midnight, a closed 
travelling carriage, with a small escort of armed 
men ia plain grey travelling suits, stopped at the 
gates of the Bastile. The pass-word was given, 
and the carriagedrove into the inner court; a gen- 
tleman wrapped in a cloak alighted, and was con- 
ducted to Reginald's chamber. 
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" Sir," »aid he, bowing to Regtusld, "I am 
charged by command of the king to convey you 
hence.^ 

" CoDvey me hence ! " exclaimed Reginald. 
" Is my trial ended ? " 

Reginald was five-and-twenty years of age ; for 
a year be b^ languiBbed within the walls of the 
Bastile. His spirit had pined for space, for fresh 
air, a tree, a meadow, even a flower. Now he was 
to be removed ; but for what purpose ? Was his 
sentence of death to be executed? — was a new 
prison to receive him ? 

Fln^lon had not forsaken his pupil during this 
season of severe trial ; he had strengthened him in 
his conscious innocence, since be could not divest 
him of the sense of bis misery. He unfolded life 
calmly before him : shewed him that be might go 
forth unsullied to meet it, in the hope that be 
might win him back to a new existence. Aided 
by his youth, he might by degrees, in the active and 
useful exercise of his talents and energies, leant to 
look upon life as a blessing worth preserving. 

" Your trial is ended," replied the gentleman ; 
<* and I trust I am no unwelcome messenger." 
As he thus spoke Reginald recognised M. de 
Mauville. 

" Oh, no ! " cried he, eagerly. " You were my 
good genius from the first" . 

" Then follow me now in full confidence." 

Reginald's preparations for departure were soon 
completed ; they both entered the carriage. When 
morning dawned the gates of Paris lay far behind 
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■ them. With the first beams of the ndvg sud the 
face of nature, for which he had so long pined, 
greeted the eyes of Reginald. The impreasion 
was an overwhelming one : for a few momenta hie 
enraptured gaze eeemed to devour every sarronnd- 
ing object; then he turned towards M. de Mau- 
Tille, who watched with sympathy the pale but 
beautiful countenance of the youth. Re^nald feh 
the paternal kindness expressed in hie gaze, and, 
bursting ioto tears, he threw himself into his arms. 
The embrace that enfolded him was that of a 
stranger — of all the rich treasures of affection 
which had surrounded him from his earliest youtb, 
nothing DOW remained to him but bis judge, who 
had a feeltog heart. 

They stopped t^at evening at a sea-port town. 
Reginald slept a long and refreehing sleep; th^ 
next morning he found M de Mauville m a grav^ 
and serious mood. 

" Thus far," said he, " it has been my office to 
escort you, my dear young friend, and I have felt 
honoured by the confidence with which this charge 
was entrusted to me. The king has extended 
his pardon to you ; you are free } The Arch- 
bisfaop of Cambray gave me this letter to deliver 
to you; he wishes you to bid farewell to you; 
country, even to the very recollection of it. He 
urges you to brMk off every connexion — to re- 
nounce all communication with it even by letter. 
He thinks that by this means only you can suc- 
ceed in entering upon an entirely new existence. 
Your father" 

TOL. III. G 
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"My Eniberl'* interrupted R«gtiMld, while, s 
deep flush over^read bis agitated countenBoee. 
** My &ther will of course desire and encourage 
my otter annihilation, the destruction of every tie 
which IB precdouB and sacred to the heart of man, 
and which binds him to his country. He has 
nothing more to fear from me. Since I have been 
compelled to renounce my purpose of demanding 
justice for my sainted mother, every claim I have 
upon him is done away." 

-- M. de Mauville gazed upon him with sadness. 
He scarcely knew what to say to him, and feared 
that any opposition might increase his indignation. 
" It was the Count de Crecy," continued be, gently, 
" who, through the mediation of the Archbishop of 
Cambray, revealed to the king the whole secret of 
your birth, and of your melancholy fate; and thus 
you may feel that justice has been rendered to 
your mother." 

Reginald's flashing eyes rested for a moment 
wiUi an expression of full st^sfactiou upon the 
•speaker. " Then may God forgive him, as freely 
as I dol" exclaimed he, suddenly, with deep 
. emotion. 

" It was this very pardon that I was commis- 
sioned to entreat from you," said M. de Mauville ; 
"your unhappy father bad not the courage himself 
to approach his deeply-injured son." 

Reginald covered bis face with his hands ; Flo- 
ra's son wept over bis father's misery, " Tetl my 

father— tell him" 

" That you forgive him," said M, de Mauville,^, 
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-fioi^Dg the eentenoe, vhidi Reginald's votc^ 
brduD b; sobs, could soare^ utter. 

" Oh, what a word from.a son to a &tber ! " sud 
he at length, with a deep sigh. " Tell him that I 
«ill remember that he ODce loved my mo^er; 
that I will ever remember the care he bestowad 
upoD me, and all the lore he bove me. But Bince, 
at tito same time, I muet remember with giief how 
be fell before the temptationB of the world, with 
its lying claims and unfounded rights — tell him 
that against that wwld I have VDwed a deep and 
inextinguishable hatred ; that I hate his uDoatn- 
ral, inhuman house, and that it shall he my glory 
to renounce it, and never c^in to count myself 
amongst its members." 

" I may not ask whither you intend to go," re- 
plied M. de Mauville ; " my instructions are not 
to seek to know your destination. But I am an 
old man ; you shall not leave your country without 
taking with you the blessing of one who has learnt 
to love you as a son." 

Reginald threw himself into his arms. M. de 
Mauville gave him his benediction in eloquent 
and beart-stirring words, and with much emotion, 
uid then tore himself from tbe embrace of tlie 
agitated youth. 

Long after his departure Reginald stood mo- 
tionless on the spot where he had left him. These 
moments formed an era in bis life. Tbe destiny 
which had been so long in preparation had now 
closed around htm on all sides; and he became 
eonecious of it as of a new and present existence, 
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which he was aboat to meet id a serions but 
manly and courageous Bpirit. Yet *' I am alone !" 
was the painful cry that burst from bis young 
heart 

As evening closed in, a well-known voice ad- 
dressed him in timid accents; in bis solitude it 
almost startled him, and be sprang to his feet. It 
was hie faithful servant^ who fell at his feet, ei- 
claiming, " Take me with you, my dear maeter ! 
Do not refuse me, or you will break my heart ! " 

" What ! " cried Reginald, ** would you follow 
an exile — an outcast?" 

" Yes, sir, to the death. Do not leave me 
behind; I could not survive it." 

" Well, then, come with me," cried Reginald, and 
a warm glow filled bis heart. He was no longer 
alone. 

The preparations for the journey were made by 
the faithful servant with a degree of care which 
betrayed the instructions be had received. As 
Reginald stepped into the carriage, he put a porte- 
fiuilU into bis hands. It contained a large sum 
both in gold and in bills of exchange. On the 
cover was written, " The fortune of Flora Lester, 
wedded Countess de Crecy-Chabanne." 

Reginald gazed with a shudder upon the docu- 
ment which proclaimed such tardy justice. Not 
long after be inquired, " Did you ever hear of 
Amy Gray ? This is my last question touching 
the past; but it must be answered before I leave 
the country." 
" She is living," replied the seryant; " hut she 
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has sworn eternal hatred agunet the whole world ; 
even you she would not see again. The Count de 
Crecy has provided for her as for a princess." 

Re^nald now changed his name) and from that 
dme forth he totally disappeared. All effortB to 
discover bim fuled, as we have already seen. 
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We will inquire another time into the impres- 
sion which the marquis's narrative produced upon 
hia hearers; at present, v/e are more concerned 
about the young lady, who, having been sum- 
moned by the doctor to the assistance of Madame 
St. Albuis, was left by us in the hall of the small 
tower which led to the apartments of- Mrs. 
Gray. 

In spite of the doctor having sent for her, there 
seemed to be some difficulty as to her admittance, 
for Elmerice had full leisure to watch the thrilling 
spectacle of the tempest sweeping in wild gusts 
over the earth ; and it was not until a grey curtain 
of unbroken cloud hastened the approach of twi- 
light, and a fine warm rain refreshed the bruised 
and shattered vegetation, that Mariette approached 
her, and whispered " Presently." 

Elmerice felt her heart beat, yet she reproach- 
ed herself for a degree of agitation to which she 
' could assign no cause. She became impatient to 
be admitted within the bounds of the magic circle, 
of which she hoped soon to conquer the repulsion 
by her services. And now at length her wish was 
to be fulfilled ^ Mariette glided back again, with 
the old doctor, who silently led her through the 
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wide folding-doors, which turned noiseleasi; od 
their hinges. 

Although a broad and lofty screen hid the in- 
terior of the apartment from her view, yet she 
could perceive its great size by the extent of the 
ceiling. The same screen formed a small hidden 
passage a few feet from the wall, and following 
the doctor along it, she found hersdf beside the 
bed of Madame St. Albans, who lay moaning 
feebly, supported by pillows. 

" Oh, my child," said she weeping, " I did not 
wish you to be sent for. Fooi child ! I wish you 
had stayed with your countess ; now what trou- 
bles you have before you. There will be two 
corpses soon ; for neither she nor I shall ever get 
over our su&rings!" 

"That is the very reason why you ought to 
have a healthy person with you," said Elmerice, 
cheerfuUy ; " you shall soon see what good nurs- 
ing will do." 

" Oh," said Madame St. Albans almost pee- 
vishly, " do not be so civil in the midst of alt this 
wretchedness; that cannot be sincere: I have 
never trusted those who are so very civil ;" and 
she leaned gloomily back upon her pillows, as if 
wishing for rest. 

This reception was not encouraging, and Elme- 
rice turned away, and looked at the old doctor, who 
seemed scarcely able to restrain his laughter. 

" There, you see," said he, leading her into 
the embrasure of one of the four lofty windows 
which formed the side of the apartment parallel 
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with Madame St. Albans' bed. *' But," con- 
tinued he, " you must make up your miod to that. 
1 hesitated loDg before I would send for you to 
these two mad women. Madame St. Albans has 
one of those weak narrow minds who think them- 
selves wondrous wise for never giving others credit 
for any good motive. I have always noticed that 
those people who call themselves tmpretendingi 
and who seem as if they would not lay claim to 
any sort of merit, are always the most imprac- 
ticable, for they look down with contempt upon 
everything that they do not understand i their 
vanity makes them ill-natured." 

" Although," replied Elmerice, " I look upon 
Madame St. Albans as peevish rather than ill* 
uatured, I have already had considerable experi- 
ence of her teiEper, which will now stand me in 
good stead." 

" But do not be too indulgent to her, my child. 
Rate her soundly every now and then ; you will 
find that answer much better than giving way to 
her. Constant gentleness and good-humour can- 
not be understood by a temper like hers. As she 
would herself cry and storm, if she were treated 
as she treats others, she believes all those who 
submit to such treatment to be either convinced 
of being in the wrong, or else hypocrites." 

*' And yet," said Elmerice, smiling, for the 
shrewd old man amused her, " I must keep to my 
own natural ways. It is not of much conse- 
quence that she should understand me, but I 
should not know myself if 1 were to answer her 
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in the same tone, that we so much disapprove in 
her. It will do me less barm if I do not give ioto 
it ; and if she considers me insincere in conse- 
quence, I must bear it." 

" "Well, well," said the old man, looking at her 
with satisfaction, " there are such natures to be 
found amongst women, and I like them well 
enough, though I should be glad sometimes to 
punish the others a little. Well, my child, I 
shall see how you get on, and I shall always be 
at hand to come to your assistance. As to the 
rest, let me tell you that neither of them will die 
if they remain in bed ; but they are in such a bad 
way, and so full of pains and aches, that if they 
do not, 1 will answer for nothing. Anything 
might bring them on, and the old woman has still 
the fever upon her ; and at seventy years old peo- 
ple cannot hold out long, even if they have the con- 
stitution of a giant, as she has. Now you see if the 
old woman wanted anything that Mariette could 
not manage, Madame St. Albans would get up 
and do it ; and then that makes the matter worse, 
and both lose their strength, and may die of it." 

" Do you think, then," said Elmerice, agree- 
ably surprised, " that Mrs. (Jray will suffer me to 
wait upon her?" 

" There can be no question of your doing so in 
the day-time at present, for she certainly would 
not suffer it ; but you see, as she lies there in that 
great canopied and curtained bed, she will pro- 
bably not find you out at first, and your business 
must be (since for the present you are under my 
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directions) to help Mariette, when there are poul- 
tices to be prepared, eoup oi tea to be made, linen 
to be aired, and the hundred other offices that are 
required in a sick-room, so that the inralid there 
may remain in bed. Mariette is handy enough- to 
wait upon the old lady, but still some one else 
is required to help and superintend. And at 
n^ht, my child, you will sometimes have to keep 
watch ; for that ia the time that the old woman's 
&yer comes on, and then she wants to get out of 
bed, and talks of many things, which you must not 
allow ; but when she is in that state, she will not 
perceive that you are a stranger, and you will be 
able to quiet her, and keep her in bed, for she is 
as weak as an infant. But you must give Ma- 
dame St. Albans to understand that her useless 
officiousnesa is strictly forbidden ; and since you 
have made up your mind to bear with her, put up 
with her opposition, but keep her in bed. I will 
manage to enforce all that ; and so, Qod bless 
you, my child !" and with the freedom of an old 
man, he stroked back the curls from her forehead, 
and holding her frcan him, looked at her for a 
moment with his quick penetrating eyes, then 
shook his head, and approached the bed of 
Madame St. Albans. 

" Madame St. Albans," said he, " you must 
behare yourself reasonably ; I have not sent for 
that poor young lady for you to vent your peev- 
ishness and ill-humour upon her. What she bids 
you, you must do; those are my orders: other* 
wise you are very likely to die, and M. St. Albans 
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will ^t wiothei wife. What 1 ciyiiig ogaiD 1 I 
thought as much, we are tmcommoBly sensitive 
upon that point! Well, then, I tell you once 
more, do what I bid you, and yoa BhaU go danc- 
ing home again to your husband." 

Without waiting for the sobbing answer of the 
offended woman, be turned away. Ehneiice, who 
had not moved from the window, watched him 
with a throbbing heart, as he drew back the cur- 
tain of the bed in which lay the mysterious old 
woman. 

" Send Gllen home, doctor," said a harsh, hoarse 
voice ; " I hear her sobbing again ; I will not be 
plagued with her any more." 

" For the matter of sending home, two parties 
are required," rephed he ; " one to send, and one 
to go : but for going, legs are needed, and that is 
just what Ellen has not got at this moment, for 
she is in her bed, suffering as much as yourself." 

" Lord, ha' mercy !" said the old woman, '* why 
did she come, if she. was no better than me ? " ' , 

" Do not be ungrateful. Amy," replied the 
doctor; " she acted the part of a dutiful daughter, 
as I have often told you : any one else, who owed 
her mother as little as Ellen does, would not have 
got up from her sick-bed to come to you.'* 

" Base, miserable human nature !" cried the old 
woman ; " everything is an obligation I Go ! I 
want none of you ; I have often told you to leave 
me ; I can be nothing now to any one, and there- 
fiwe I will receive nothing from any one ; for you 
will do nothing without return. One must be 
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grateful to you for everything ; and my heart is 
dried up — I have nothing left for you !" 

" We know that," said the doctor; " you are half 
a savage. God foi^ve youl But only take what 
is ordered you, and then you will soon have no 
further need of any of us." He bent over her, and 
seemed to be feeling her pulse. " The fever is 
coming on again; keep yourself quiet; it must 
not come again often." 

" Let it come as often aa it will ; it is a miracle 
that there is anything left in this withered frame 
for it to prey upon ! This fever that yon make so 
much of is but a sorry fever, -after all. It does 
not do its du^ ; for my part, I am weary of life, 
and would rather forward than hinder it." 

"You old sinner r cried the doctor, out of 
patience, and closed the curtains : and soon after 
he took leave of Elmerice, and quitted the room. 

A momentary feeling of awe took possession of 
her as she suddenly felt herself alone, and deprived 
of his powerful support. She had been deeply 
moved by the gloomy and bitter wcH'ds of the old 
woman: she felt how difficult it must be to obtain 
access to such a heart ; but she would have given 
much to have been permitted to make the attempt. 
To combat, perhaps to soften, such scorn, such 
defiance, was the vision of youthful eDthusiaam, 
that filled her head and heart 

Her reflections were interrupted by the con- 
tinued sobs of Madame St. Albans ; she therefore 
approached her, and without touching upon the 
cause of her tears, proposed drawing aside the cur- 
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tains to give her a littte air, and immediately set 
about doing so. She then ffinanged her pillows, 
smoothed her hair under her cap, and handed her 
a draught, which Mariette silently pointed out 16 
her. 

The consequence of all this was, that Madame 
St. Albans became more calm, and although no 
word of thanks passed her lips, she at least shewed 
less of resistance in her movements. The draught 
took effect, and Elmerice soon saw her quietly 
asleep, and could now satisfy her desire to m^e 
herself better acquainted with the apartment, which 
awoke ao much interest within her. 

It was of so unusual a size, that it must have 
occupied the whole depth of the wing of which it 
formed a part. This idea seemed to be confirmed 
by two large folding-doors occupying all the space 
on either side, between a gigantic marble chimney- 
piece and the walls, which probably led to two 
separate suites of rooms, looking out on different 
sides of the building, for Elmerice saw that oppo- 
site to the windows already mentioned was another 
similar row, opening, no doubt, into the court, but 
of which the shutters were now closed. 

The ceiling was vaulted, and so cumbrously de- 
corated with stucco-work and blackened paintings, 
that it was scarcely possible to look without a 
shudder at the colossal figure, which, bound in 
heavy chains of flowers, seemed to threaten every 
moment to ihll upon the spectator. The hangings, 
of dark red damask, brocaded with white flowers, 
were still in good preservation, as well as the 
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similar curtains of the windows and of the gnat 
bed. All the arrangements of the old woman 
shewed a curious dissimilarity with the nature of 
the apartment, lu the chimney was a small move- 
able grate of polished tin, and beside it was heaped 
a pile of firewood, while an arm-chair oppoatS) 
inlaid with ivory, gold, and silver, with hondBome 
though well-worn cushionB, contrasted strangely 
with it ; hefore this arm-chair, on a piece of 
Turkey carpet, stood a highly ornamented spin- 
ning-wheel, with the wool upon it; beside it a 
carved table, with a few books of devotion ; and 
again, at no great distance, a wooden stand, the 
scanty curtains of which barely concealed the 
slender wardrobe of Mrs. Gray; while beside it a 
beautifully inlaid cabinet, with innumerable locks, 
claimed kindred with the table and arm-chair. 

Thus all that met the eye presented a contraat 
which at another time might have offended the 
taste of Elmerice ; now, however, it only excited 
her interest, and increased her desire to be admitted 
to a niore intimate connexion with all that she saw 
Bj:ound her. But her eyes were rivetted with 
peculiar interest on the locked and bolted doors, 
which, as she knew, led to the apartments occu- 
pied by Mrs. Gray's former mistress. Soon, how- 
ever, it grew too dark for her to distinguish the 
surrounding objects ; and as the sighs and moans 
of Madame St. Albans shewed her to be awake, 
she hastened to afford her all the assistance in her 
power. 

Mariette meanwhile was busily engaged beside 
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the bed of the old woman, who at length desired 
the fire to be kinged, in order to pre them light. 
This was immediately done, much to the satiafao- 
don of Elmerice, as the bright blaze soon thiew 
its beams into ever; nook and comer of the huge 
apartment. 

Mariette now, with ready zeal, pointed out to 
her, aa her resting-place for the night, an old- 
fashioned sofa, behind the screen, which had been 
provided with cushions and coverlets, and then 
opened a small door in the wall, leading into a 
little closet, scarcely ten feet square, where a few 
siibple provisions sent by Veronica were spread 
upon a small wooden table: this empty room, 
with its bare walls, had, however, one great recom- 
mendation for Elmerice, in a large open vrindow, 
reaching to the floor, which admitted the balmy 
air of the waxm summer night, whose myriad of 
bright stars smiled upon her from a now untroubled 
sky. Mariette had placed the table close to the 
embrasure of the vrindow, which SImerice was to 
occupy, as the room afforded no other seat ; and 
■he was too well aware of the pains which the quick 
and vriUing child had bestowed upon her comfort, 
not to do her utmost to shew her eujoyment of 
her evening meal. Here, a,gaia, the same strange 
contrasts presented themselves : a silver plate, and 
a wooden milk-bowl; a table-cloth of the finest 
damask, and honey served in an earthen pipkin ; 
a golden spoon, and an iron knife with half a 
handle ; the bread in a japan canister, and the butter 
laid in fibsh leaves on its broken lid. Mariette, 
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however, looked with complaceocy on all these 
preparations, upon which hei young companion 
bestowed ready and cheerful praise, and partook 
of everything, compelling the little girl to take her 
share also. Elmerice felt a lively interest in these 
objects, and, with much the same pleasure that an 
antiquary would feel, in discovering in some sub- 
terranean excavation the renmins of long-vanished 
centuries, she examined everything, and held the 
more valuable articles out of the window, to see 
them better; especially scrutinising, with the at- 
tention of a herald, the coat of arms emblazoned 
on the plate, which shewed her the crowned hawk 
of the Crgcys, with which, as yet, she was un- 
acquainted. 

She was, however, soon reminded of her duties 
by Mariette, for the poor wearied child, of whom 
no ooe had taken any care, refreshed by her meal, 
and her mind relieved by the presence of Elmerice, 
soon fell last asleep ; and Elmerice, taking her in 
her arms, bore her half unconscious to the sofa 
that had been prepared for herself, and, as she 
tried to re^st, whispered to her that she would 
watch in her stead. 

The deepest stillness now reigned within the 
apartment. Elmerice glided softly and cautiously 
to the chimney, and laid on a few pieces of wood, 
to prevent the cheering Hame from dying away. 
She then took up a position from which she could 
see the beds of both the invalids ; and the hours 
glided on without her feeling any weariness. 
Madame St. Albans seemed to be asleep ; hut 
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Elmerice perceived, with anxious excitement, that 
the curtaina of old Mrs. Grray'a bed often stirred, 
as if some one were moving behind them. Then 
all would be still: but all at once they were 
cautiously opened; a curious muffled head looked 
out, peering about in all directions, as if to examine 
what was going on. Although Elmerice could see 
every movement, she was conscious of being her- 
self sufficiently concealed behind the ample window 
curtain, and watched with a beating heart for what 
would happen. Her observations seemed to satisiy 
the old woman, for she nodded with her head, and 
carefully pushed the curtains further back : Elme- 
rice could now see a sitUng figure, and soon after 
there came forth the bowed, though tall form of 
an old woman ; she had flung an ample fur cloak 
around her, and the cloth slippers on her feet 
made her movements as noiseless as those of a 
phantom. Now was the moment that, according 
to the doctor's directions, Elmerice should have 
interfered; but she had so much the less courage 
to do so, that the whole proceeding was evidently 
Hot the result of fever, but of a well-considered 
determination, and so she remained an anxious but 
passive spectator. 

It seemed as if the old woman must have con- 
cealed within the curtains of her huge bed all that 
she required for the execution of her purpose, for 
not only was she sufficiently and warmly clad, but 
she also held in her hand a stick, the point of 
which was carefully muffled ; yet it scarcely suf- 
ficed to support her, and Elmerice observed with 
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sympathy how she tottered, and often stopped as 
if she could go no ^jrtber, and how painfully As 
traveised the wide space which led to the door 
nearest the unclosed windows, QUdl; would she 
have afforded her assistance and support, for al> 
ready this mysterious being exercised such a faa- 
cinatioQ over her, that she unconsciously yielded 
to her will, esteeiuiog it above the instructiotts 
she had received. 

The old woman stopped on one side of the fire- 
place, and touched a spring in the cabinet before 
mentioned, which opened a drawer, whence aha 
took a thick yellow wax taper and a key : with 
much difficulty she lighted the taper at the flret 
and then, as if completely exhausted, rested for a 
minute in the high arm>chair. She presented a 
fearful image to the gazer. The candle in her 
hand threw its pale glare upon her haggard and 
rigid countenance, while the fire darted its redder 
light in fitful gleams across it. She had closed 
her eyes, and the firm determination with which 
she clenched the key and eandle, almost convul- 
sively, seemed wrestling with the exhaustion of 
disease. Soon, however, she opened her sunken 
eyes, and after another cautious glance around she 
rose, and with difficulty reached the mysterious 
door. The key turned noiselessly in the lock, the 
door opened, and the old woman crossed the 
threshold : before she had secured her footing 
there was time for Elmerice to obtain a glimpse 
of the interior; but the blackest darkness reigned 
within, the solitary taper only threw its light upon 
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Ae door, which was richly gilt within and with- 
ont— in another moment it had closed behind 
her. 

Ehnerice now watched in great anxiety for her 
letum. It seemed to her as if at least an hour 
had elapsed when the door opened once more, and 
the light again revealed the painful expression of 
die pale and aged countenance. Slowly she re- 
stored each article to its place, and then the car- 
tains of the great bed closed upon the whole 
mysterious transaction. 

Elmerice could scarcely account for the feelini; 
which, on the following morning, prompted her to 
conceal what had passed from the aged physician, 
since there seemed quite sufficient reason to im- 
part it to him. But she already felt herself 
bound to the unhappy old woman. It seemed to 
her aa if she must have reasons for her conduct, 
^inch others could not understand, and she felt 
that ^le iact of having thus against her will dis* 
covered her secret, pledged her to silence. 

The attention of the doctor was, however, 
^efly directed to Madame St. Albans, who, being 
still in a state of fever, seemed to occasion him 
some uneasiness. He sat for a time buried in re- 
'flection while anxiously feeling her pulse, and 
then taking Elmence into the adjoining closet, 
thus opened his mind to her. 

" Her complaint has taken another turn since 
yesterday ; it has become a low fever. That is a 
bad thing, my child, and she is so ill-situated for 
such an illness. Meanwhile she is of no use to 
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the old woman, and the^ are only an annoyance to 
each other. Now what can we do, so unmanage- 
able as they both are ? " 

"Consult Veronica, dear sir," said Elmerice, 
"and see if she will not receive Madame St. 
Albans, and nurse her ; in that case I would stay 
here alone to take care of Mrs. Gray." 

" What are you thinking of?" said the doctor, 
laughing ; "you do not know the old woman ; that 
would drive her quite mad. Ko, no, I cannot 
expose you to that — it is what she has never 
submitted to." 

" Try it now, however," said Miss Eton eagerly. 
" I have a presentiment that she will bear with 
me. Madame St. Albans' life must be preserved 
from danger ; and the old woman cannot do with- 
out some oUier attendance than that of Mariette ; 
so let us put our trust in Providence, and leave the 
matter to me. I will contrive to carry through 
my wishes. She will, she shall, she mutt su£f<Br 
me to remain ! " 

The doctor saw the colour rise in Elmerice's 
cheeks, and wondered at her energy, while she, 
who read his thoughts in the expression of his fea- 
tures, smiled, and said, "You did not expect this. 
You would not give me credit for so much courage 
as I possess. Well, I will give you proof of it by 
my success — only cast away aU doubt, and take 
all the necessary steps without loss of time." 

" You are an invaluable girl," exclaimed the 
doctor ; " Heaven knows, you shall have your own 
way. I am really curious to see how you will 
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manage ; aod it is not impossible, that, if any one 
could succeed, it might be you." 

There could be no question of asking the con- 
sent of Madame St. Albans, for her mind was 
wandering. Veronica was ready to render any 
service in her power, though full of concern about - 
Elmerice. 

In the afternoon a litter appeared in the small 
vestibule ; the sick woman, wrapped in blankets, 
was placed in it, and conveyed to the vicarage, 
under the care of the doctor and of the kind- 
hearted Veronica. 

When Elmerice found herself alone with her 
little companion, she was conscious of a feeling 
not of peace only, but of satisfactioQ, of which 
she did not inquire the cause, but profited by it 
to make herself thoroughly acquainted with her 
new situation. She contrived skilfuUy to restore 
order in place of the confusion which had gradu- 
ally accumulated around the two sick-beds. The 
small closet which served her for her meals was 
invaluable, from its bright sunshine and free circu- 
lation of air. Veronica had furnished her with a 
bed, some books, and her writing-materials. The 
handsome apartment, with its rich though partly 
decayed furniture, soon presented a cheerful and 
habitable appearance. The evening closed in as 
they completed these arrangements, during which 
the old woman had caused them no disturbance, 
for it was the hour that she usually slept, Mariette 
now left the castle, according to Veronica's desire, 
to obtain provisions, and Elmerice seated herself 
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at the window of tlie little cloiet with her writing- 
table before her, to continue her journal addre^ 
aed to Lady Mary Duncan. She rejoiced in the 
consciousness of the varioua little services she had 
been able to render to the old misanthrope, glid- 
ing softly round the bed, and even laying beside 
her a full-blown rose, whose perfume she was now 
unconsciously inhaling. She had given up the 
■silver goblet to her use, and it now stood on a 
.silver salver beside her bed, filled with fresh spring 
water, and surrounded with ripe fruits which shed 
their fragrance around. All this was so placed 
upon the little ebony table, that at the slightest 
motion of the curtain it must meet the eye of the 
invalid. Elmerice smiled, well pleased when she 
had completed these preparations. Her disinte- 
rested efforts to gain the favour of that poor 
withered heart gave her as much satisfaction as if 
the object of them had been bound to ber by the 
ties of blood. 

Before she sat down to her writing, howeve?, 
she looked out upon the prospect before her, and 
perceived that, without impeding her view of the 
valley of St. Roche, it also embraced a portiw of 
the building. Her pen was now forgotten, as with 
eager attention she strove to fit on all that she'had 
heard concerning the castle to the portion of it 
now before her. The long line of windows, one 
of which she now occupied, ended with a project- 
ing round tower, before the centre window of 
which was a little balcony. Klmerice held her 
breath, and the colour pose in her cheeks : this. 
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Aen, w&fl the towei of Eudocia ! At its foot, 
bloomed a little garden, laid out iqion the but- 
tressed basement, which extended thus far. It 
was not trained by the gardener's hand according 
to the rules of art, yet it was evident ^t some 
care was expended upon it. The access to it 
most he from one of the windows in the suite of 
apartments over which Amy Gray kept guard. 
Between rose trees, whose careful traioing and 
-pruning bore evidence of the attention bestowed 
apon them, Elmerice could see a small green 
mound carpeted with the finest turf; upon it 
rested something white and shining — something 
that bore a resemblance to a human form. The 
«xcited fancy of Ehnerice made her breath come 
■quick and short, as, clasping the delicate atone 
mullion of the window, she leaned forward, her 
eyes fixed on this mysterious object, heedless of 
the sound of voices and cheerful laughter which 
rang upon her ear. It came nearer — there was 
the neigh of a horse; she started, and her gaze 
followed the sounds. What met her eyes was so 
unexpected, that it seemed a miracle. A gay troop 
of ladies and gentlemen, in the handsome costume 
of the day, followed by servants in costly liveries, 
were winding along a path at the foot of the wall. 
She looked down upon them with astonishment ; 
when suddenly, to her surprise, she perceived that 
she too was an object of attention to them, that 
her white dress waving in the evening breeze had 
attracted their eyes, and that possibly her appear- 
ance in that mouldering and deserted portion of 
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the castle might have excited the same feelings in 
them, of which she had jiut now herself been 
conscious. Although ^m such a height any re- 
cognition was impossible, yet the blood rushed to 
h«- heart; she stooped down, and thanked heaven 
when the thicket concealed them from her view. 
They, however, did not seem to be so soon satis- 
fied; for some time she heard voices in animated 
discourse under the window, and, although effectu- 
ally concealed, did not breathe freely until the re- 
treating sound of the horses' hoofs assured her of 
their departure. It was a real relief to her to 
hear Mariette's gentle knock at the door, which 
was always made fast ; but the child entered with 
as much atartled precipitation as if she had been 
pursued, and Elmerice perceived that she had 
already locked and bolted the small entrance door 
which gave access fi-om the steps. 

""What has happened?" cried she, "what is 
the matter ? " and Mariette might well have asked 
the same question in return, such was the agitation 
with which Elmerice gazed at her little com- 
panion, BO evident the expression of fearful curio- 
sity on her countenance. 

" Oh I " said Mariette, " what can be going on in 
the castle ? They say that at night there is a blaze 
of light as if spirits were holding their revels there ; 
and by day figures go in and out, such as were 
never seen before — some are all of gold — some in 
many-coloured dresses such as fairies wear — and 
there they sing and feast. What will become of 
us all, for no lock will bold against them ! It 
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was a good thing that I bad a bit of charcoal with 
me, so I made a cross upon the door, for that is 
the only thing that can protect ua." 

Elmetice listened thoughtfully to this commu- 
nication, from which she gathered that the persons 
whom she had just seen at the foot of the wall 
must be the inmates of the castle. But who 
could they be ? she had never heard of the pro- 
prietors of St. Hoche, yet who else could hold such 
independent rule here ? 

"Calm yourself, Mariette," said she, "they are 
nothing more than humui beings, who have taken 
up their abode in the castle, although I do not 
know who they may be that have a right to do so. 
I have just now seen them on horseback from this 
window; and they looked no more like spirits 
than you and I, only they were very handsomely 
dressed, like people of high rank." 

Mariette. raised her eyes to Elmerice, with a 
glance that expressed all the doubts of the fright- 
ened fihild, tf^ether with a warning not to believe 
BO natural an explanation. But she preserved a 
submissive silence, though in secret she placed 
more confidence in the virtue of the cross, than in 
the penetration of her companion, who, from a 
different cause, felt a degree of uneasiness which 
Mariette could not share. Her situation now 
suddenly appeared to her both insecure and un- 
suitable: the worst apprehension to a feminine 
mind, that of being exposed without protection in 
an embarrassing position, took possession of her. 
For the proprietor might choose to questitm the 
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rights of Amy Gray, ead lay cUim to that portion 
of the huilding which had hitherto giTen shelter 
to Elmerice and her Adrenturous imdertakiiig. 
But she was too young not to mingle these 
anxious reflections with speculations as to who 
. the hriUiant group could be, who had for a mo< 
ment recalled her in imagination to that sphere of 
life from which she had been banished since hcz 
departure from Ajdoise, 

Her more immediate situation waa now re- 
called to bei mind by the loud harsh call of the 
old woman, who, aa night closed in, awaking 
from her sleep, seemed to be again a prey to her 
former feverish restlessness. , 

" Mariette," cried she, "who has done tdl this ? 
Is Ellen out of bed ? " 

Mariette replied that she knew nothing about 
it, and that Madame St. Albans was gone to be 
nursed by Veronica, because she had the fever 
wore than ever. 

" Well, then, who has done all this t Is it you 
who have taken upon yourself to make all these 
new arrangements against my will ? " 

"Oh no! oh not" cried Mariette; "I know 
nothing about them." 

" Silence, you little fool ! " exclaimed the old 
woman ; " you tell stories because you are fright- 
ened." 

Mariette was ralent; and Mrs. Gray ordered 
her to stir the fire, and then to leave her. Elme- 
rice silently pointed out to her her couch of the 
preceding n%ht, and sat down in silence beside 
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it to soothe her ahtnn. The child was soon fast 
asleep, and Elmerice now took her place bj the 
bedside of Am;, concealed hy the curtains. 

The invalid slept no more, and dmerice could 
plainly perceive the agitation of her mind by hec 
broken words, utteied in her native language, 
and interrupted by deep sighs. " No, it was not 
Mariette ; I believe it ; she spoke the truth : 
Ellen is gone, and who remains i — Just as my 
angel would have done ; the rose, the &esh fruit. 
— Oh! my angel, have you then visited me? 
why might not mj weary eyes Behdd you ? am I 
not W(»thy to look upon you 7 and yet these are 
proofs of your love, of your compassion. Speak 
to me I am I right ? " 

" Yes," said Elmerice, carried away by the 
warmth of her feelings ; " I would gladly ^ve you 
comfort t " 

A cry of delight mingled with fear was the 
reply. " Speak to me ; oh ! speak to me but 
once again ; that is sweeter than the songs of the 
angels ! Let me once again listen to the tones I 
have so longed for I " In these soft, tremhhng 
accents of entreaty, Amy's voice was scarcely to 
he recognised. 

Ehnerice, glowing with hope and zeal, knelt 
down beside the bed. " Cahn yourself. Trust 
me ; I am come in order, if possible, by my disin- 
terested affection, to reconcile you both to God 
and man \ ** 

" Oh ! do not speak of man, my angel ! " ex- 
claimed Amy ; " let not his name sully your lips ; 
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tell me but one thing ; are you not visible to my 
eyes? are you only a sweet sound, or are yoa 
still clothed in the angel's form that was so pre- 
cious to me ? May I not see you f " 

" And if you were to see me," replied Elmerice, 
"would you not be alarmed? would not my fea- 
tures appear strange and repulsive to you ?" 

" Oh no ! Oh no ! " cried Amy, imploringly ; 
" for should I not still hear your sweet voice?" 

" Then draw hack the curt^ ; I am kneeling 
beside your bed." 

Elmerice, in her flowing white dress, her beau- 
tiful countenance pale with agitation, and her 
golden brown locks &lling round it like a glory, 
her deep blue eyes raised to Amy's, vrith an ex- 
pression full of love and inspiration, was kneelmg 
in the bright light of the fire, like a dazzlii^ 
apparition before the eyes of the old woman, who 
gazed upon her in fixed, motionless, and almost 
adoring rapture. 

Both were silent; Elmerice gazed as if she 
would have penetrated to the very soul of the un- 
happy old woman, who greedily drank in the 
delight for which she had pined through so many 
long dreary years, though restrained by the secret 
terror that in another moment it would vanish 
from her sight. At length large tears gathered in 
the eyes of Elmerice, and rolled down her cheeks, 
and Amy trembled at such a symptom of mortality. 

" Alas ! you weep," said she ; " are such tears 
shed in the land from whence you come ? " 

" And whence do you think I come ? " said 
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Ehnerice. " In your own Scotland, from whence 
2 come, such tears are shed." 

Amy started and pressed her hands to her fore* 
head. " And can it be 7 ^ asked she, trembling. 
" Oh I speak 1 " pursued she in a low and falter- 
ing voice ; " are you indeed the treasure of my 
heart, the idol of my existence — are you Flora ? " 

"Floral" exclaimed Elmerice; "Flora was 
the name of my grandmother," 

"OX your grandmother? Then you — you are 
not Flora,*' groaned Amy Gray. " Conrader, 
consider)" continued she, her intellects evidently 
confiised. " You have her own blue eyes, her 
golden brown locks, her beautiful rounded form, 
hex slender white fingers; she held her head bent 
to one side just as you do. Oh t say yes ; do not 
deny it ; those are her own white sparkling teeth ; 
those are Flora's very tears. You cannot, you 
' will not say no ! Consider — have pity upon me ! " 
Loud convulsive sobs burst from her bosom, and 
nhe covered her face. 

Elmerice trembled, and thought only of the 
cQmfort which she sought to afford her, no matter 
who she might take her for. 

"Amy — Amy Grayl I will be any one you 
please ; your Flora, or her grand-daughter, which 
you will. I will love you like both ; only do not 
weep any more, and do not send me away from 
you : let me stay j I will not leave you ; only do 
not weep, for it breaks my heart." 

The old woman made no resistance to the soft 
hands which drew hers away, and held fast with 
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renewed confidaBce the delightful illusion, which 
waa confirmed by every feature, every tone of tbe 
fair being before her. 

" Come, then, my ai^l " sud she, softly ; " I 
will open your apartments ; you shall see howcare- 
fully I have guarded them ; you abaH take posses 
sion of them ; you, the mistress of the castle, I 
will get up and make your bed. Everything has 
been kept in order for you; and I will lay the 
pfllow under your head in the way you like. The 
feoCttool with the silken cover is still by the 
bedside. Come, come, my angel t come, I have 
kept everything for you, — your own silver plate 
and goblet ; hut it is late, you must go to bed." 

With the impetuosity that marked her whole 
character. Amy Gray gave fuU play to her ima^ 
ginadon. The sight of tbia blooming youthful 
Flora, shewing no sign of weakness ot decay, 
transported bet back at once to the time of the ' 
first youth of het darling, when she was com- 
mitted solely to her care. She gently repulsed 
Elmerice from her bedside, that she might get 
up, and put all she had just said into execution. 

The name of Flora, which had just been be- 
stowed upon her, seemed more than ever to have 
identified Elmerice with Amy's world of dreams, 
and drawn her within the circle of her influence. 
We need not inquire the cause of her ailent but 
wiUing acquiescence in the wishes of the poor old 
woman ; it might, perhaps, spring from an inward 
but unconscious presentiment, which bound her in 
cords of grateful affection to Amy Gray, who 
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wae sooa up, atdred as she had been the previous 
night ; but her steps no longer faltered, though 
nothing now prevented Klmeriee from offering 
her sup[K>rt, The feelings excited within her, 
t^igether with a return of fever, seemed to have 
restored all her former strength, She soon held 
both the key and taper, and drew Elmerice for- 
ward towards the mysterious door. 

It was with a beating heart that she crossed the 
threshold, and found herself enveloped in dark- 
ness, for what was the light of one taper in so vast 
a space? Even Amy's guiding hand was soon 
withdrawn, and she heard her go to another part 
of the room, talking all the while to herself in a 
low but cheerful tone. She lighted several wax 
candles in different parts of the apartments, and 
Elmerice was glad to be again able to distinguish 
everythii^ around her. All her feelings of awe 
vanished, for what sensation but that of pleasure 
could be awakened by all the wrangements; which 
bore token of love, of constant and enduring love, 
coupled with taste and care. The close air of 
deserted rooms was not perceptible here, and 
neither dust nor decay were to be seen. Besides 
the odour of the precious woods of which much 
of the furniture was made, the fairest and freshest 
flowers, in vases of the finest porcelain, diffused 
their perfume around, appearing all the fairer and 
fresher, that they were the only inhabitants of 
these silent chambers. The costly furniture with 
which they were adorned bore token of the period 
when luxury and magnificence had attained their 
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greatest height under the auspices o{ Louis XIV. 
All stood in the same order or disorder in which 
they appeared to have been used, and bore so 
strong an impress of life, that Elmerice turned 
with a sudden feeling of alann to look for the old 
woman, who was occupied in lighting the candles 
in the adjacent rdbm, ahnost expecting to see hei 
return accompanied b; the mysterious inhabitant 
of this ^lendid dwelling. 

But Amy returned alone, and ba&tening up to 
Elmerice, eagerly led her into the adjcaning apart- 
mcnt, from whence a lai^e window, opening down 
to the ground, gave access to the little garden. 
The biilUant starlight aided the effect of the 
candles, lighting the room in singular contrast. A 
high-backed arm-chair stood near the centre door, 
as if this had been a favourite seat. Roses were 
blooming in costly vases around, and a rich green 
carpet was spread on the ground in front of the 
window, on which lay some glittering silver toys. 

Every thing around shewed the utmost mag- 
nificence; the silken hangings alternating with 
mirrors and gilding, the heavy gufridom decorated 
with gold or silver, the tables and book-shelves of 
marble or costly wood rich in gilding, the little 
etcritoire supported by carved angels, and the 
lofty oaken reading-desk, with the seat behind it, 
both of the richest carved-work, — all this was 
revealed by the light of the tapers. 

" Xiook — look," pursued Amy, " is that all as 
you like it? are you satisfied? tell me — tell me — 
have I taken good care of everything I " 
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'* Oh» beautiful— every tbing here is beautiful !" 
exclaimed Elmerice, delighted with all that was 
thus pressed upon her notice by the deluded zeal 
of her companion ; and she turned an affectionate 
glance upon the old woman, who, each time she 
(^ened her lips, stood listening as if in ecstasy, 
while all the sunshine of happiness that could still 
spring from a heart so blighted by misfortune 
played upon her countenance. 

" Now all this belongs to you again t" said sbe, 
thoughtfully and with a sigh; "you will again 
inhabit these rooms, and I shall wait upon you, 
and be near you. I shall hear your angelic voice, 
and see your bright eyesj and listen to your foot- 
steps once again. I have sprinkled your flowers 
every night, and given them fresh water, and 
taken away the withered ones, and aired and 
dusted every thing. And only look what care 
I have taken of your littie garden ! " She led her 
forth through the door, and Elmerice found her- 
self standing in front of a green mound shaded 
by blooming rose trees, while before her, on a 
dark slab, rested the youthful figure of a woman, 
sculptured in white marble, 

" Good heavens ! who is that? " cried Elmerice. 
" Amy, Amy, is that your Flora ? " 

" Hiat is my Flora I " replied Amy with a 
groan, as she sank down on the grass beside the 
figure. " You know he had your dear form 
sculptured on your monument from X^esueur's 
picture. There, where you have lain so long!" 
added sbe with a piteous moan. 
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Elmerice wm OTerpowed by the confiinoii of feel- 
ings excited within her, she scarcely knew whether 
she were indeed flora, or no, but she felt bound 
to the spot as if by some sacred tie. A warm fount 
of love was unsealed within her bosom. She loved 
the fair form of this cold lifeless Flora ; she loved 
the ^thful and devoted Amy Gray, with her wild, 
gloomy, poetic sorrow ; she felt herself attracted 
towards her as a child to its grandmother; she 
knelt down beside her, tiirew her arms round her, 
and rested her face against Amy's ccdd cheek, which 
was supported upon Floral marble hand. 
. "Amy," said she, gently at first, then more 
-earnestly, at length in the most pressing tones 
of affection ; " Amy, look up, and give me your 
love ! " 

Amy seemed to awake from her bewilderment, 
and the lest words struck upon her aenses : " Ha ! 
who said that ?" excliumed she, wildly, rising and 
dragging Elmerice with her. " Was that the sweet 
voice of my angel ? can that be Flora speaking ? 
She who has been dead so long, that youth has 
changed to age, and brown locks to white ; how 
can that be ?" and holding the hand of Elmerice 
firmly grasped, she hastily re-entered the hoUse. 
Her eyes were fixed on the ground, her strong 
understanding was struggling with the maf^c toils 
in which it was wound. ■" It was here that yoa 
died — here that I beheld you a corpse. You were 
lifeless. I was young then, and now I am old, 
very old — can this be true i " 

She had proceeded thus far when Elmerice 
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inteiTupted her : " And mil you not lore me — 
I who am living ?" 

She started, hei eyes followed the tones i there 
stood the beautiful counterpart of her Flora, 
the bright light of the tapers streaming upon her, 
the summer heavens with theii countless stars 
forming the canopy above her. " Oh ! " cried 
Amy, " how mad I am to doubt! My child, my 
angel, that is indeed you! and I — what am I? 
Tell me that it is indeed you, and I will question ' 
no more. Yet no, do not speak ; the false world 
declared — but no, that must not sully your pure 
lips. It is enough that I see you, that you are 
here — restored to me — that I may have you, see 
you, wait upon you. Oh ! how cold you are ! " 
said she, with her feverish hands grasping those of 
Elmerice. " You must go to bed now j you have 
been out too long, that is why you are so cold. 
Ah ! how long it is since I have watched beside 
you, and yet you always liked me to do so; 
and how you would keep me, now asking for 
one thing, now another, only to detain me, and 
smiling when you saw me do your bidding, as if I 
did not perceive your purpose : oh, how I loved to 
see you! And to-day I shall surely stay with 
you, my child ; come, come, it ia more than time." 

Amy drew her towards an open door, which 
gave access to another room, equally brightly 
lighted ; and, as £lmerice ent«red, she found her- 
self in a keeping apartment fitted up in a no less 
costly style, in the background of which she per- 
ceived, with something like a shudder, a bed cur- 
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tained with rich green damask. Amy advanced, 
drew back the curtains, and disclnlBed the white 
hed, evidently the object of daily care. The silken 
coverings, strewn with rose leaves, breathed a soft . 
perfume, and were neatly turned down as if in 
readiness for the expected sleeper ; the little 
silken foot-stool was beside ; here, too, all 
breathed of uninterrupted life. 

" Ob, Amy, how delightfall" said Slmerice; for 
the touching evidence of love, which had so suc- 
cessfully opposed the destructive power of time, 
again dispelled every feeling of awe. 

" Yes," s^d Amy *' I have kept everything in 
readiness; I knew you would come at last, and 
now it is come to pass. Look, how well it is all 
preserved, just as you used to like it — is it not ? 
And I have taken the same care of your beautiful 
dresses and your jewels ; to-morrow you shall have 
your choice," 

Thus Amy gave herself up to the happy re- 
membrances which thronged upon her in con- 
nexion with the only object of her happiness. 
Her young companion felt the necessity of acqui- 
escing, in order not roughly to dispel the illusion, 
while she fearlessly left it to time to free her from 
her present situation, which an inward presenti- 
ment whispered to her was nevertheless destined 
to exercise a powerful influence over her future 
fate. Yet but a few minutes after she felt as if 
she must abandon her purpose, for Amy, who, 
with the eaergj of fever, had been busying her- 
self about the room, now summoned her to come 
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to bed ; and u Elmerice hesitated to obey, she 
eren made a motion as if she would have taken 
her in her arms, and Elmerice, alarmed at this, 
immediately seated henelf on the edge of the bed, 
placing her feet on the stool. The old woman 
knelt down before her, and Elmerice perceiving 
her intention, though her fingers trembled with 
agitation, stooped, and herself hastily took off 
her shoes and stockings, and then, in obedience to 
Amy's gesture, again timidly rested her small 
white feet on the stool. 

Amy sat on the ground watching her with a 
kind of rapture, and strove to relax her features, 
which had grown rigid in sorrow, into a smile ; hut 
it would not do, and she merely sighed as if with 
satisfaction. Then she rose and turned hack the 
bed-clotbes ; and yielding, not without some con- 
fusion, to her wishes, Elmerice lay down in the 
soft perfumed bed. Amy arranged the bed aa 
she had no doubt been used to do in former days, 
Srevf one curtain, and turning the other aside, 
hung it round a large arm-chair by the bedside, 
so well fumisbed with cushions, as almost itself to 
resemble a bed, in which she placed herself, draw- 
ing a coverlet around her. " There," said she, 
gently and wearily, " have I not arranged every- 
thing as you like it ? Now let me remain quietly 
beside you to-night, and do you lie still and sleep 
till morning. God bless you 1 " 

" So I will," said Elmerice in acquiescence, for 
she saw that Amy's fever was giving way to ex- 
haustion, and that it would not be prudent to dis- 
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turb her, and sbe could not more without doing 
so ; besides, this was her second night of watchit^, 
and she was 70iing and her couch soft and luxa- 
zious. Am; was soon sleeping soundly ; her ideas 
became confused ; she thought she would shut her 
eyes only for a minute, and fell fast asleep. 

Mariette, on the other hand, awoke early in the 
morning, and when in her zeal she had hastily 
started up, found nobody to need her services. 
Both the bed of the old woman and the couch 
of her young companion were empty. At this 
discovery the poor child at first stood petrified 
with terror ; but soon the fears of the preceding 
evening resumed their sway orer her. She was 
sure it must be the spirits who inhabited the 
castle, who bad found their way in and carried- 
them both off; and that only the cross she had 
made had saved herl In the greatest terror, her 
first impulse was Eight. There was abundant 
proof of what she feared, the locks and bolts which 
her cross had protected remained untouched ; there- 
fore they must have been carried off by some 
other means, through the air or up the chimney. 
Meanwhile the bolts fiew back beneath Mariette's 
tremblii^ hand, and fiinging the door wide open, 
she fled through the wood, like a hunted hare, 
towards the parsonage, in hopes of finding the old 
doctor, who frequently paid his earliest visit there 
to Madame St, Albans. 

It was not long after this that the bushes, which 
twined their slender branches around the entrance 
of the tower, were bent aside, and a blooming 
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female iace looked between tliem vitli a bewit- 
ching expression of gaiety and ciuiosity. A 
slender and elastic fonn aooa made its way 
tlirough them, and aaoeaded the steps ; the open 
doors seemed to iarite her approach, and with a 
light, timid step she entered. All was empty, 
bat there were other doors, one of which lay ajar; 
^he softly opened it, and advanced her head, then 
took courage to enter. What a magic scene was 
unfolded before her ! the door open to the little 
•garden — the blooming flowers — the burning can- 
dles, their beam now overpowered by the day- 
light — the second room like the first ; — every 
where the impress of life, beauty, wealth, and 
taste. £very ornament, every fold of the drapery 
told of thought sad care. But there was still 
another room, and why pause here, while there 
yet remained more to be seen i A sleeping apart- 
ment — a bed. The graceful figure paused on the 
threshold, and the light covering of her bosom 
heaved quickly; then she glided softly along the 
floor, and stood gazing at the lovely form, which, 
with the smiling countenance of a happy child, 
lay sleeping beneath the green canopy, watched 
by an old woman, whose furrowed features and 
strangely mu£9ed form recalled to mind the old 
legends of sorceresses, who carried off kings' 
daughters, anA kept guard over them, to serve 
some secret purpose. She gazed with sympathy, 
with delight, as if lost in contemplation of the 
scene before her. On a sudden the old woman 
raised her head, and the bright form vanished, 
without leaving a trace behind ! 
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Soon after, the old doctor entered with Ma- 
riette. "You must have been atill aaleep, you 
little fool 1 You were possessed with your child- 
ish feara of yesterday, and left the doors open, and 
nefflected your duty because of your alarm." 

Mariette made no reply, but by her aoba, end 
by pointing to the empty space in all directions. 
And the doctor pettishly approached the beds, 
and examined them carefully, but in vain ! 

"What new whim can this be?" cried he, 
angrily, and turned a look half of inquiry, half 
of perplexity, on Mariette. " And did you heat 
nothii^ ? " 

"That ia just what I tell you," sobbed the 
child ; " how could I hear anything, since no 
doors were opened? This was not done by«ny 
natural means." 

" Doors !" exclaimed the old man, and turned, 
quickly upon his heel : he had hit upon the truth. 
The door which for years had opened to no human 
being now stood ajar. He became uneasy as to 
what might hare happened to Elmerice, and 
hastened to the door, desiring Mariette to stay 
where she was, for even he felt unwilling to cross 
the threshold, so sternly guarded, which he had 
never traversed since the removal of Reginald 
when a child. But his feeling of respect f<»r the 
moody will of the unhappy old woman was pow- 
erless against the feeling of duty, which urged him 
to the protection of the young creature whom he 
now seriously reproached himself for having left 
unguarded here. He was not unmoved at the 
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sight of these well-kept apartments, so fraught 
vnth recollectioDs of the past, but he was impa- 
tient to know what new erents had occurred here, 
and hastened forward to the bed-room. It would 
be impossible to describe his astonishment at die 
scene of peace and love and calm repose which 
here met his eye 1 He stood rooted to the ground, 
while he sought in his clear and vigorous under- 
standing for the explanation of what he beheld. 
The pale countenance of the old woman shewed 
that the fever had left her : and what might now 
be the fate of the young ^rl, if in the full 
recovery of her powers the illusion should be dis- 
pelled which had brought her to such a pitch of 
devodon during the night ? 

He shook his head, and uncertain what would 
happen next, determined to remain at hand ; but; 
with the genuine kindness that he possessed, 
though concealed under a rough exterior, he first 
went back to Mariette, who was kneeling in the 
middle of the room with her apron thrown over 
her face, and diligently counting her beads. 

" Now do leave off crying," said he, lookmg 
kindly at her however, "and be reasonable for 
once. They are found, and both safe and sound 
like birds in a nest. Do you run to the vicarage, 
and say that all is right; that they have only 
changed their bed-room, and that I shall stay here, 
and bring them later intelligence," 

Mariette rose obediently, and took her apron 
from her tearful face. "But — but," stammered 
she, " are you sure that no harm has happened to 
them t " 
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" None, none, whatever, my good child," said 
the doctor, gcKtd-homouredly atrolring back hor 
curls with his rough hand. " They are as sound 
asleep as two mannottes. Now run as fast as you 
can, for you have quite upset them all yonder ; 
there ran, run, and set it to rights again, ot 
Madame St. Albans will scream herself black in 
the face," 

Mariette ran off, and the doctor returned to his 
post, and placed himself so as to see all that 
passed without himself being seen. 

He had not long to wait ; the sun-beams reached 
the window, and the shutters being unclosed, soon 
fell upon the bed, and forcing their way through 
the green curtains, lighted up the white pillows 
and silken coverings. This roused the old wo- 
man ; she woke, but at first seemed to perceiTS- 
nothing, and only moaned as she slowly raised 
herself from her uneasy position; but now her 
quick eye noticed the change. Where was ahe ? 
She looked around bewildered; but her first 
glance at the bed, and at the fair sleeper, ren- 
dered more beautiful by repose, awoke her re- 
collection. She remembered the events of the 
night, as one sometimes remembers a dresm, the 
happiness of which, with all its bright magic 
colouring, he can still hold faat even against the 
force of truth. But in this instance the dream 
had not vanished leaving no traces behind. What 
could not be true, yet retained the appearance of 
reality. It was, perhaps, too much for a mind, 
which, for some forty years, had been directed 
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only itato one channel ; it could but totter on the 
threshold of reason, if eVen that could be supposed 
still to exercise its full sway where the mind 
opposed its resolute will to the course of nature, 
denying and conquering the power of time in its 
idolatry of one object. How slight a temptation 
Would have sufficed to lead such a mind com- 
pletely astray — and here die temptation was not 
slight. The evidence of its strength was to he 
read in the countenance of the old doctor, who, as 
a young man, had attended Flora in these very 
rooms, and now, under the powerful influence of 
memory, sat foi^etful of all beside, absorbed in 
contemplation of the sleeper. 

Meanwhile the old woman bad advanced to the 
edge of the bed, nearer and nearer ; how loudly 
and heavily she sighed I then wrung her hands, and 
asked council of her ovm over-strained mind. 
That Amy who vrould have breathed a maledic- 
tion upon any who had denied the possibility of 
her again beholding her darling on this spot — that 
Very Amy, oveipowered by the apparent fulfllment 
of what she had so obstinately believed, struggled 
against the conviction of such a miracle. 

The old doctor watched the straggle witji a 
shrewd glance ; he shook his head and muttered 
to himself, " that she who had so long refosed 
help, might help herself now." And that Amy 
Gray was fully prepared to do, though certainly 
her mode of proceeding was peculiar to herself, 
that, namely; of hating and despising all Uie. 
world for the sake of one adored being. 
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"Why do I ask?'' said she, moodily, as if in 
anticipation of the contradictioa of the world> 
" Why do I ask what miracle has come to my 
aidf Are you not the same in every limb, in 
every feature 7 the same warm breath, the same 
half-opened lips, shewing the sparkling teeth be> 
tween them? Nol no! there is no doubt of it; 
you are indeed Flora ! my child ! my angel 1 the 
rest cannot be true — the difference of age, the 
lapse of time— of which they talk in their vain 
fancies 1 " 

But she covered her face with her hands, and 
seemed again absorbed in an inward struggle. 
Just then Elmerice awoke, and the events of tite 
nig^bt at once recurred to her memory also. 

When the old woman, observing the movement, 
hastily raised her bead, the blue eyes that met 
hers were so full of affection, that they seemed 
to afford her an additional assurance of the happi- 
ness at which she had so boldly grasped, which 
rendered it doubly precious. 

" It must be so," said she, turning to her ; 
** but speak to me, my angel, for in your voice 
there is truth." 

" I will not deceive you, my dear old friend," 
said £lmerice ; " use me in any way you like that 
can make you happy, I will be whatever you 

The old woman listened thoughtfully to her 
words, and though the tone was the same, it no 
.longer so completely absorbed her senses as to 
leave her no comprehension of the words. " That 
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was Ftora's voice ! " said ehe, inquiriDgly. " How 
am I to understand that?" 

" I wish I could help yon," sighed Ehnerice ; 
" God knows I love you already as if I were your 
own child, your Flora; I would gladly be the 
spirit of her whom you so loved." 

"And are you not then? Ob! my child, I 
fear no spirits ; and if you are hers, confess it ; 
it will be the same to me I " 

" But feel my hands, my forehead," said Elme- 
rice, softly ; " there is the warmth of life in them. 
I fear that I am only very like your Flora ; and 
— «ince that was my grandmother's name — per- 
haps I am her grandchild ! "" 

Amy listened breathlessly, and her features 
assumed such a wild, vacant expression, that 
Elmerice almost trembled ; but she soon recovered 
confidence, that she, at least, would have nothing 
to fear from her, and with it calmness. 

" Her grandchild 1 " said Amy, at length, while 
her bosom heaved convulsively. " Her grand- 
child 1 Flora's grandchild ! Then — then it is her 
blood that flows in your veins ; it is from her that 
you have inherited that beautiful form ; and you 
belong — it is almost the same — almost the same as 
herself." 

It was a fearful sight to see Amy suddenly give 
way to such a burst of tears as seemed almost to 
threaten her existence. She sank with her head 
OD the lap of Elmerice, whose tears fell silently as 
she gently stroked the head of her aged compa- 
nion. " And you will not hate me on that account, 
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will you ? If I am Floia''B graad-daughter, I liave 
still a claim upon you ; you must protect me." 

"Protect you!" said Amy, raidng herself; 
" protect you t yes, you axe right there, God 
kuowB. I must protect you. Then — ^then do you 
know how it would be? You would he their 
heiress — the great and powerful heiress of this 
fiumlyl But," continued she, resting her head 
upon her hand, " help me my diild ; I have long 
ktft sight of the world and cannot understand it ; 
I caniiot make out how you can l>e her grand- 
chihl. Yes, my child, my ohild," cried she, eagerly 
and fearfully, as if dreading that her happiness 
might he snatched away from her, " that is 
what you are ; you are either Flora, or, as you 
say, her grandchild ;• but how are we to know 
it?" 

" How can I explain it to you i "^ said Elmerice, 
with a sigh. " When you called me Flora, I 
recollected that on the binding of my ' Thomas^^- 
Kempis' there is written ' Flora Lester; ' and that 
my father gave mo the book, and told me it 
belonged to my grandmother." 

" Good God ! " exdaimed Amy, in great excite- 
ment. " Then it is all true, and you are Regi- 
nald's daughter, and Flora's grandchild ! " 

She started up ; like an inspired prophetess she 
extended her arms; her bent form rose tall and 
straight ; a new life seemed to animate her limbs. 

" God of heaven ! Thou wilt avenge the cause 
of the innocent; Thy ways become streams of 
hght before my eyes-f I can trace their mighty 
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course from their commencemeBt. The deserts 
of the world could not impede them ; they have 
swallowed up the vile aud sinful sons of men, 
while Thou baat watched over the innocent, and 
brought her hither, where Thou has still preserved 
one who will obtain justice for her I " 

With the same enthusiasm she turned to 
Elmerice, "1 bid you welcome, descendant of my 
Flora, apd now my mistress, called to claim the 
juat atonement of fearful ciimeB — legitimate Coun- 
tess de Cr^cy-Chabanne.^lady of this castle and 
of its vast domains ! God will shew us the way 
in which we must go, and new life shall arise out 
of dust and ashes. Till then, you, as Flora's 
grandchild, are mistress of me, and of this small 
portion of your . inheritance, to which vast posses- 
sions will soon be added : aud meanwhile receive 
the blessing of her who bore your £ither in her 
srms, and loved your grandmother better than life 
itself." 

With much solemnity of manner she kissed the 
forehead of Elmerice, and then, forgetting both 
age and sickness, occupied herself with great 
alacrity in restoring the order that had been dis- 
turbed by the arrangements of the night. 

Elmerice had felt herself powerless to check the 
torrent of words and feelings that flowed from 
Amy's impassioned heart. She had listened to her 
in speechless astonishment, and felt that her ex- 
citement was contagious. A powerful voice within 
her whispered to her that what she heard was the 
TRUTH ; and yet, when she looked at the aged 
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being before her, and thought upon the illusions 
of which since the previous night she had been the 
prey, she durst not believe her, and only felt the 
necessity of not opposing the will of a mind so 
diseased. And this was an easier task than to 
doubt, for the mysterious words of the old woman 
had awakened a new feeling within her, aproud hope, 
a conscious right to assume her place in a higher 
sphere, which fell like a sunbeam upon the grave 
of long-buried hope. 

" Ha ! " cried the old woman, turning herself 
about, "you here?" 

The old doctor was still sitting in the arm-chair 
in which he had at first established himself, watch- 
ing the strange scene that had been enacted before 
him. He now took off his small three-cornered 
hat, hit his long gold-headed cane upon the floor, 
and rising and bowing to Amy, said, " At your 
service, madam! When patients choose toplaysucb 
wild tricks, and run away, their doctors have the 
agreeable task of rrnining after them. May I ask 
how a night passed out of bed has agreed with a 
fever patient ? " 

" Leave ofiF your prating," said Amy, " I am 
not going to be dictated to by you ; you may go, 
I have no further need of you." 

" Indeed ! " said he, while an ill-concealed smile' 
hovered about his mouth; "so you have no 
further need of me, and then the next thing is to 
shew me the door ; well, well, it is not the first 
time 1 But I must tell you that this time I have 
something besides you to take care of here, for 
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that young lady there, whom' in your strange 
caprices you have wrapped in silken corerings, and 
made your plaything of, is entrusted to me. I 
am answerable for her welfare, and will not hear 
of your cramming her head with your follies. 
Eh ! madam, do you understand me ? I have 
overheard the whole story." 

" So much the better, " said Amy, unmoved, 
"for although no one asked you to be a listener, 
yet, as having formerly been attached to Flora's 
service, you may have the privilege of being the 
first to welcome her grandchild with the respect 
due to her in her own castle." 

" Amy, Amy," cried the old man, impatiently, 
" have you really grown old and gray to no pur- 
pose, after so many years of hatred and anger, and 
plans of vengeance, all of which have failed, owing 
to your ignorance of the world ? is yoUr monomania 
still as strong as ever, and would you sacrifice 
another victim, by exposing this young and beau- 
tiful creature to such a stru^le t " 

" Old man," said Amy, in a milder tone, as she 
advanced towards him, " think what you say. 
Look at her — look at her ! Tell me, does she not 
bear the certificate of her inherited claims in every 
form, in every feature? Listen to her voice. Is 
it not Flora's own voice that calls upon you to 
acknowledge her grandchild ? Yes, yes ; call me 
mad if you will, but acknowledge, that, if madness 
can be excusable, it is in this instance." 

"You are right, poor Amy," said the doctor, 
touched by her appeal : " before you saw her I 
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bad already perceived that which has so bewildered 
your brain. But of what use can this sad dis- 
covery be either to you or to her, since her claims 
are destroyed for ever 7 and whatever may be oar 
feelings for the unhappy victims, whom. like. you 
I shall bewail as long as I live, you and -I can 
never annul the sentence, which in the face of the 
whole world has deprived them of their rights. 
Do not forget," added be, " going close up to her, 
and speaking in a whisper, " that Flora's son, as a 
murderer, was declared forfeit c^ all civil rights as 
a subject of France, for himself and hia posteri^ ; 
and therefore no heir of his can ever be acknow- 
ledged." 

Amy tottered and had nearly fallen as she lis- 
tened to words whicb again reduced her to hope- 
less misery. The doctor supported her to a chair, 
while the subject of their painful discourse came 
to her assistance, and kneeling down before herr 
chafing her cold hands, and looking at her affec- 
tionately, whispered words of kindness to the 
disconsolate Amy. 

" Remain with me, my child, living image of my 
Flora," she at length .feebly murmured. " We 
will talk over everything. You shall tell me 
everything, and here at least you shall be what 
you really are. The evil atmosphere of the world 
cannot penetrate here, nor the cruelty of men 
pursue you. Tell me that you will, and I will for- 
get all, and think only that Flora's hands will close 
my eyes, and receive the rich inheritance whicb I 
have heaped up." 
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' The old doctor made a sign to Elmerice to 
giant her req^uest, which the latter could do in all 
sincerity ; foi she felt as if bound hy some powe^ 
ful spell to this spot, wheie, as it appeared to her, 
the claims of the world could no longer reach her. 
, Peace was thus restored to Amy's wounded 
heart ; and the strength with which she rose and 
called the doctor to follow her into her own room, 
gave him a remarkable and almost unwelcome 
proof how the mind can conquer the infirmities of 
the body, and defy all medical science and fore- 
sight. 

After a long consultation, in which the old doctor 
opposed the whole energy of his character to the 
at least equally determined will of his aged com- 
panion, he had the satisfaction of seeing her again 
reduced to her former state of discouragement, 
for whatever his own intentions might be, he 
could not but dread the interference of Amy, 
whose strong feelings, once set in motion, would be 
very difficult to restrain; and in the probable 
event of a favourable result proving hopeless, the 
more silently their claims could be withdrawn the 
better. 

" In the first place," continued he, " we ought 
to know whether the facts are really as they ap- 
pear to us ; whether she is indeed the daughter 
of the deceased Reginald." 

"Despicable' shortsighted doubts," muttered 
Amy, contemptuously. " God does not furnish 
in vain such evidence as she bears in her counte- 
nance ; and have I not told you that when thc^ 
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took the dear child from me, I gBre Reginald the 
book with hia mother's name in it, and afterwards 
learnt from him, in reply to my questions, that he 
had been taught to believe it was the name of bis 
nurse. But those ungodly hypocrites may lie as 
they will, God can at his pleasure unveil the truth, 
which they have buried so deep, and bring con- 
vincing evidence against them." 

" That we shall see," replied the doctor ; " but 
of course she will be able to give us information con- 
cerning her own early youth, — to tell us from whom 
we can make inquiries in England. Even the 
Countess d^Aubaine might be able to furnish some 
explanation." 

" As to all these strangers that you want to mix 
up in the matter," cried Amy, " I hate them all 
beforehand, for the lU-will that they will shew. If 
you think any one of them vriU apeak the truth, 
you are deceived." 

"Well, and what then?" replied the doctor, 
" are you not yourself pointing out the difficulties 
which I anticipate ? And will tbey not be all the 
greater, from the very circumstance, that, after a 
lapse of so many years, the heirs of Count Lionel 
have now for the first time taken up their abode 
here?" 

It was with extreme indignation that Amy 
heard of the arrival of the Marquis d'Anville; and 
we pass over her expression of it,' as it is easy to 
imagine that she could not fail to regard it as an 
unjustifiable violation of the rights of another. 
The old doctor, however, by dint of disputing and 
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contradicting, succeeded in persuading her of the 
necessity of remaining passive. He even made 
her believe that the safety of her protigee, de- 
pended upon her remaining as much as possible in 
concealment. For his own part, if,, after her con- 
versation Tvith Elmerice, she could give any fur- 
ther proofs in confirmation of what they suspected, 
he would endeavour to sound the proprietors on ■ 
the subject; and, further, he would assure the 
vicar that all was going on smoothly, and that 
Amy would suffer the attendance of the young 
lady. 

" Yes," added Amy, " and pray contrive that 
Ellen should get well, and go home ; for her pre- 
sence annoys me. I cannot hear her perpetual 
cant about her duty ; and she expects me to repay 
it all in words, which I have not got to spare." 

The doctor laughingly assented, and then has- 
tily quitted this strangely altered scene. The 
lapse of time detracted nothing from the romantic 
and almost fabulous character of the proceedings 
there enacted ; on the contrary, it rather increased 
it, as Amy became daily more absorbed in recol- 
lections of the past, which she struggled to incor- 
porate with the present. The old doctor often 
raised his bands and eyes at what he witnessed ; 
but he was too kind-hearted to deride the ways of 
another because they were unlike his own, and, 
after satisfying himself that they could be produc- 
tive of no material disadvantage, he merely looked 
on with indulgent curiosity. But it ^as with 
real interest and sympathy that he regarded the 
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yoim^ and beautiful creature wlio liad so unex- 
pectedly become the object of these singular fan- 
cies, in which she acquiesced with a sort of 
thoughtful pleasure, aa if she had indeed some 
claim to them. She inhabited Flora's apartmenta; 
and while she glided noiselessly through them, 
like a being &om another world, seemed to have 
made herself completely at home there. Amy 
inhabited the great room which led to them, as if 
to guard the entrance. On one side, an old kitchen, 
which had long been blocked up, was re-opened, 
and Amy had now a grown-up female assistant to 
aid her in the service of the treasure over which 
she watched. Even her own personal appearance 
was changed ; her thick white hair was care&Uy 
combed, and parted upon the high wiinkled fore- 
head, and a small white plaited cap placed above 
it: a dress of brocaded silk of an antiquated form, 
with stiff bodice and sleeves, and a folded neckeiv 
chief of the finest lawn, formed the habitual cos- 
tume of the tall and thin old woman ; and al- 
though the fashion of it might be about half a 
century old, yet the dignity of a firm and ener- 
getic character was too conspicuous in her whole 
appearance and deportment, to sufifet anything 
like ridicule to attach to it. She carried on her 
strange defiance of time and circumstances with 
such haughty gravity, that every one involuntarily 
gave her credit for some well-grounded reason for 
her conduct, which consequently attracted wonder 
and curiosity, rather than blame or derision. 
If Elmerice was carried away by her influence, 
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it was not from any effort to indulge her. It was 
in consequence of ]ier own anxiety to trace out 
with Amy the secreta of the past. She sought to 
learn firom it what was her home — her origin; 
she wished to asoertain her claim to the position 
which Amy auigned to her, and sometimes, with 
the romantic enthusiasm which we must acknow- 
ledge to hare formed a feature of her character, 
she would conceive this singular development of 
her destiny to have been ordained by Providence, 
to atone, in her peraon, for the iujuries suffered 
by her ill-&ted predecessors. She had, however, 
not yet heard from Amy the promised disclosures 
which might have made all clear, for, although the 
latter had completely shaken off her malady, she 
still retailed a decree of exhaustion, which, in 
accordance with the character of her complaint, 
shewed itself precisely at those hours which she 
had destined for ^e narration ; and for this reason 
Elnierice spared her, and even tended her with 
sudi care as to prevent her marking their recur- 
rence. 

Meanwhile, Ehnerice had not neglected to pro- 
cure a sanction to her continuance in her present 
situation, for she was anxious at least for the pre- 
sent not to leave the poor old woman, and more- 
over she could not divest herself of a secret hope, 
springing from the insinuations she had heard, 
that from hence a new destiny might unfold itself 
before her. 

She could no loiter conceal her residence at 
St. Koche from the Countess d'Aubaioe ; she , 
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therefore informed her, that, for the reasons already 
known to us, she had accompanied Madame St. 
Albans thither, and that, on her illness becoming 
more Serious, she had replaced her in her attend- 
ance upon her mother, " My position," con- 
tinued she, " is, however, very far from being 
burdensome to me. I can scarcely consider myself 
a nurse, for Mrs. Gray overwhelms me with care, 
and with a degree of affection of which the cause 
is to be found in the circumstances of her eatly 
life, but Is hitherto unknown to me, as it appears 
to be connected with events of an agitating and 
painful character. Her partiality affords me great 
advantages: I inhabit magnificent apartments; she 
forces all sorts of luxuries upon me, and cherishes 
me as she seems to have done in former days a 
beloved being with whom I am in some maimer 
connected in her mind. I, too, feel myself 
strangely attracted towards this aged and singular 
being, as if she bad indeed some claim upon me. 
And the conviction, that my departure at present 
would occasion her a degree of grief that might 
prove fatal to her, induces me to entreat my be- 
loved protectress to grant her consent to my pro- 
longed stay, and at the same time her permission 
to inform her of the course of events here. Hi- 
therto I think my position perfectly unobjec- 
tionable, as it entaib the greatest privacy and 
seclusion." 

The journal which she despatched to Lady 
Mary Duncan contained the fullest and most 
nunute statement of all that had passed ; and now 
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there only remained for her to take leave of 
Madame St. Albans, who,- being convalescent, waa 
impatient to move homewards. The old doctor 
thought that her complete restoration to health 
would be best promoted by a return to her own 
home and usual habits, and therefore prepared 
Elmerice to receive a visit from her, to which 
Mrs. Gray hod given a cold consent. 

Madame St. Albans made her appearance on 
the appointed day, in a very ill humour, for she 
had just had an interview with the new prior of 
the monastery of Tabor, concerning the lease of 
the land they ^med, and which they wished to 
purchase. They had agreed with his predecessor 
to discharge the payment by yearly instalments, 
an arrangement which the present prior refused to 
sanction, demanding the entire sum at once ; and 
this broke off the negotiation upon which Madame 
St. Albans had built so many hopes. 

Her quick and restless eye at once detected the 
change in these formerly gloomy rooms j and what 
more than all astonished her, was the alteration in 
her mother, who, sitting in her ante-chamber, re- 
ceived her daughter coldly and stiffly, and looked 
vrith great disapprobation at Elmerice, who, with 
her accustomed cordiality, had hastened forvrard 
to meet Madame St. Albans, and made her sit 
down beside her, on the couch which bad for- 
merly served Mariette as a bed. 

" Oh, pray do not trouble yourself," said she 
to Elmerice. " I fancy you are no longer to take 
any trouble about others. I bear that you are 
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served and waited upon, uid, to jadge by appear- 
ances, like a countess or a princess." 

" You have no doubt beard, dear Madame St. 
Albans, how kind your mother is to me f" 

" Yes, very kind indeed, it should seem," said 
Madame St, Albans, with increasing irritation. 
" When one bears of all the expense and magni- 
ficence going on here, and compares it with what 
one sees, one would not believe that all belonged to 
the moUter of so poor a woman, that she is refused 
the purchase of a little land for want of a trifling 
sum of money 1" and by these words she had excited 
herself sufficiently to bring on a fit of crying. 

" Ellen," cried Amy, harshly, " be reasonable 
for once, and above all things leave off crying. 
Do you think your mother so much too happy, 
that you must look with envy upon her„ and upon 
the cause of her happiness ? You have a narrow 
mind, and I always knew how far your tenderness 
and kind-heartedness would reach. You have 
plen^ of tears and sorrow and bustling officious- 
ness so loi^ as one is in the depths of misery ; but 
if there comes a gleam of sunshine, you are ready 
to quench it with your envy. Well, we will say 
no more about it. I cannot make you different ; 
and now farewell. God knows how your worthy 
husband can bear with you. I do not envy him. 
Farewell, Ellen j I wish you a prosrperous journey. 
I ^link you have inherited one good quality ^m 
me, that of discretion. Remember, rfiat I count 
upon iC 

However ruffled Madame St. Albans' temper 
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might be, lier mother's words were neTcr without 
effect, and she was at once subdued : " Well, well, 
you need not be angry with me," said she, with 
an effort at good-Jiumour : " remember that I am 
here to say ' Good bye ; ' you must part with me 
kindly." 

" With all my heart ; I hare no objection ;" said 
Amy, coldly : " you have my good wishes always ; 
only do not interfere with me." 

Madame St. Albans shrugged her Moulders, and 
ended this brief interview as quickly as she could, 
fearing to excite the impatience of her mother, 
who quietly suffered ber to kiss her forehead and 
hand, and saw her depart, sobbing aloud, accom- 
panied by Elmerice. 

" One cannot help being hurt," said she, her in- 
dignation oonquering her tears, " to see oneself 
Buppluited in the affections of one's own mother 
by a stranger ! Yes, yes, my dear, you know how 
to twine yourself round people with your in- 
nnuating manners, and we plain, straight-fcoward 
folks cannot be a match for you." 

" Oh !" said Elmerice, " do not again wrong me 
by such unworthy suspicionfl. You know, fi-om 
Ae old doctor, who your poor old mother takes 
me for, and that I acquiesce in her wishes, in order 
not to distress her." 

" Very well, my dear ; I can only say that I 
think this all very foolish and inconsiderate of the 
old woman. Your head will be crammed with 
proud thoughts about titles and great estates ; and 
as your distinguished associates have already made 
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you rather lofty in your ideas, euch fancies can 
only make bad worse. I advise you, child, to set 
all that aside, and try to get rid of your high-flown 
notions ; then you will keep your health and your 
wits, and may one day make some respectable man 
as happy as I make M. St. Albans, who does not 
like romantic women either, although at first they 
seem as if they could read books and manage a 
household both at once." 

Elmerice was silent, and looked with pity upon 
an ill-humour which she knew not bow to meet. 

As she did not receive the answer she expected, 
Madame St. Albans again turned to Elmerice, 
angrily repeating, " And then to see oneself sup- 
planted in the heart of one's own mother ! " 

Elmerice now coloured with displeasure : " I 
should have thought, Madame St. Albans, that 
there could be no change in your situation with 
regard to your mother, since it never was any 
better than it is at present." 

" Well, to be sure ! " repUed she, surprised and 
rather confused ; " I like that, indeed ! Mean- 
while we vrill say * Good bye,' and I vrill wish with 
all ray heart that you may become the great lady 
that you dream of being ; but remember my words 
— there is a fearful blot on that illustrious name!" 

The parting of these two very opposite charac- 
ters was cold and formal, and Elmerice breathed 
more freely when she felt herself relieved from the 
weight which the presence of Madame St, Albans 
always brought with it. 

The excitement which this interview had oc- 
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casioned to Amy Gray gave her courage to begin 
her disclosures, fraught with matter so painful, 
and of such deep moment. Her relation, made 
with unflagging energy, and vivid recollection, in- 
terrupted only by the "brief summer night, was 
continued to its close, and afforded to her young 
listener views of life so new, and experience so 
profound, based upon the most sad and tragical 
events, as might suffice at that early period of life 
to rob existence of its charms. 

Elmerice had much difficulty in calming the 
painful excitement it produced. With the wish 
to assert claims so stained by crime, even the 
couragetto ascertain her right to them bad vanished, 
although an inward feeling assured her that the 
noble and persecuted Reginald was indeed her 
father. But she felt a ^ecies of reluctance, after 
his death, and perhaps against his will, to pry into 
the fatal secrets of his youth; and she confessed 
this feeling to Amy, as well as her wish not to 
draw forth from their obscurity claims so fiercely 
opposed, and so fraught with sorrow and with 
crime ; she doubted not that her father would 
have disapproved it, and would have been un- 
willing to see his daughter struggle to assert rights 
refused to himself. 

Amy listened to her silently and thoughtftiUy. 
She asked herself whether Flora, in whose voice 
and semblance she was addressed, would have felt 
thus ; and as she recollected her pious devotion to 
her father, she sighed and remained silent, while an 
expression of sadness overspread her countenance. 
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Elmerice seized this moment to unfold her own 
history to the old Mead of Flora, on whom she 
saw that her words had indicted a fresh disap' 
pointment. Encomraged h; the deep and discern- 
iog 83rmpathy of the old woman, and rendered 
secure hy the strange situation wMch excluded her 
almost totally from the outward world, her con- 
fidence was more unreserred than she would her- 
self have thou^t possible. Of her young life, 
shielded, as it had been, by love and wisdom, we 
already know enough from her conversKticKa with 
the Countess d'Aubaine, and will, therefore, only 
become listeners where her relation touches upon 
points into which the Countess Fianfoise did not 
venture to inquire. 

" I alone. Amy," thus Elmerice continued her 
nanatire, " I alone once disturbed the even calm* 
ness of my admirable Other's life ; and yet I had 
DO idea of distressing him, and I have perhaps 
xtever till now rightly understood the unusual 
seventy vrith which he opposed me. For if this 
Reginald really was my father, he had indeed every 
re«8on to reject and regard with horror any alliance 
for me with a haughty French family ! At Leithr 
morin Ct»^e, which," continued she, in an unr- 
steady voice, " was the constant lessort of guests, 
both native and foreign, I met a yooug French 
nohleman, who remained there some months. My 
youi^ friends. Lord Duncan's children, looked 
upon me as a sister ; I shared their occupations as 
well as their pleasures ; in shts t, we had everything 
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in common ; and thus I was daily in the society of 
this yomig man. 

"Amy, I cannot reproach myself for having 
appreciated bis merits. He possessed so many 
admirable qualities, he was so well-informed, so 
kind and amiable, and gay — ao gay — until he 
learned from Lord Dmican my father's absolute 
and final rejection of his suit. I do not know, but 
I abnost think, that his unexceptionable character, 
and Lord Duncan's paternal affection for him, had 
led me to beKeve that his proposals would be 
favouTably received by my fitther. We felt secure 
in this hope ; and, Amy, I was happier then than 
I have ever been before or since. His declaration 
was followed by a gloomy and piunful period. It 
had such an effect npon my father, that for several 
days he kept his room, and my mother watched 
beside him day and night. Lord Duncan was 
afterwards admitted. Oh ! Amy, at first he would 
not see me ! But the idea of his anger made such 
an impression on me, that my poor mother could 
no longer soothe my despair; and when she told 
my father of the state I was in, he sent for me 
immediately. 

1^4," I dtall never forget diat interview : when he 
saw me so dmnged, so overpowered vrith grief at 
the idea of having offended him, his first thonght 
and care was to ^ve me courage, to assure me of 
his affection, and to declare that neither I nor 
even the young man who sought to obtain my 
hand had any reason to re^otch ourselves as being 
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the causes of his sorrow. Tlien, when, under the 
assurance of his affection, I became more composed, 
he explained to me the obstacles which must in- 
evitably separate us. They were obstacles. Amy, 
which rested on the same grounds as all the misery 
which you have now revealed to me. He pointed 
out to me the prejudices of rank, of which I hatl 
before no idea, and awoke both my pride and my 
sense of honour, by shewing me bow I should be 
looked upon by such a family, as well as by the 
whole society to which they belonged, who would 
all regard me as unentitled by birth to any con- 
nexion with them ; and that even the most de- 
graded member of such a circle, whom we should 
stigmatise as an outcast, and look upon with con- 
tempt, would be more readily tolerated amongst 
them than one in my position, how distinguished 
soever by individual merit. 

" He told me that my husband would be power- 
leas to protect me against these prejudices, that the 
sufferance with which I should be treated would 
be restrained within such calculated limits as 
would chill me to the heart, while compelling my 
husband to consume himself in fruitless anger, 
which could demand no reparation for constant 
petty mortifications. He was convinced that no 
love could subsist, coupled with such conditions, in 
the higher classes, of which he himself knew a 
very sad and convincing example. Lord Duncan, 
who had beard the end of this speech, endeavoured 
to inspire my father with milder views, but in 
vain. ' Ob, Duncan ! ' cried he, ' such words 
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from you ! from you who know my wbole 
history — ^who know that I speak the truth — must 
I hear such words in favour of a youth of the 
very family whom I have almost vowed to hate 
and to despise ? ' 

" ' They would gladly welcome your Elmeriee 
amongst them,' replied he, ' if you, on your 
side, would only be a little more yielding.' 

" ' Oh ! ' exclaimed my father, with more vio- 
lence than I ever saw him exhibit, ' they care 
for nothing so much as the privileges of their 
birth. The most profligate member of their order 
is treated with the same courtesy as virtue itself 
could demand. Appearances are all that they hold 
to; that is the ground of the spirit of party which 
unites them in defiance of the judgment of public 
opinion, which might raise its voice from the in- 
ferior ranks, and call their empty artificial exis- 
tence by its real name.' 

"Oh, Amy," cried Elmeriee, "these words — 
the whole of this conversation — have remained for 
ever engraven on my memory, for they decided 
the fate of my life. I solemnly promised to re- 
nounce my wishes, and in the presence of Lord 
Duncan parted from the man who loved me, and 
whom I vowed to look upon only as a stranger." 

If Amy had been no more than eighteen years 
old, she could not have shewn sympathy or in- 
terest more lively ; she looked with such com- 
passionate affection upon the agitated countenance 
of the narrator, that Elmeriee threw herself into 
her arms, and bursting into tears, at length gave a 
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firee coune to the sorrow she bad «o long concealed 
within her own heart. 

"Mypoor,poor child 1" sighed Amy; "and yet, 
beliere me, your &ther was a wise man, and I 
have no doubt that he was my Reginald, the son 
of my Flora ; be warned you against the same 
misery which was the lot of my Flora. Oh," 
exclaimed she, with a touching warmth of auc- 
tion, " that I could but comfort you ! Would to 
God, that this misery being averted from you, you 
were spared all further sorrow! Look up, my 
child ; take courage, and tell me how it happened 
that your father gave you Flora's bo<^ which I 
perfectly recognise ; did he tell you nothing which 
betokened any nearer connexion with it ?" 

" He gave it me on the day that I was admitted, 
by confirmation, into the bosom of the Catholia 
Church, He told me it was a sacred legacy to 
him from his mother, whom he had never known. 
He charged me to make its contents the standard 
of my life, as he had at all times derived from 
them both instruction and comfort. Then he 
pointed to the writing, and said, with much 
emotion, ' This is the name of your ill-fated 
grandmother.* " 

*' Oh ! " exclaimed Amy, " how can we have 
any further doubts ? You are surely and indeed 
the daughter of my Reginald, and £ton vraa the 
name that he adopted. If, then, Margaret Lester, 
Ellen's tntnd, was indeed your mother, there can 
be no doubt; that, when rejected and banished by 
bis own treacherous country, he fled for refuge to 
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Mr. Lester, his mother's brother, afid some years 
later, having married his uncle's yoUDgest dau^ter, 
removed to Scotland, to the neighbourhood of 
Lord Dancao, who bad long since formed the 
vrormest friendship for him.* 

We cannot blame the conviction vrhich took 
poesession of both at the close of this conversation, 
since its probability was so materially heightened 
by the statements they had mutually made to each 
other. Amy looked with triumphant pride upon 
Elmerice, whom she imagined reinstated by ber in 
ber rights, in defiance of the whole world ; and if 
she overlooked the requirements of her young 
favourite, for whom life still bad its charms, we 
are bound to excuse her, when we reflect that she 
bad scarcely known any other existence than the 
most profound solitude, and that her limited ex- 
perience of the world had shewn it to ber only as 
a nursety of crime, by withdrawing Elmerice from 
which she thought she was doing her a service, 
and establishing a claim upon her gratitude. And 
this exclusive appropriation met with no oppo- 
sition 6rom Elmerice ; tor when the heart is op- 
pressed by such a sorrow, tbe pleasures and 
advantages of tbe world jar pain&lly upon our 
feelings, and we thank tbe solitude which shields 
us &om them. Even tbe home provided for ber 
by her parents could no longer be a peaceful and 
secure abode to her, and the singular refuge she 
bad now found seemed formed to withdraw her 
and her grief for ever from the world. She ex- 
pressed this in a letter to her friend, Mary Duncan, 
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and entreated that she would persuade her £ather 
to consent to the continuation of her new mode of 
life. 

From that time Blmerice began to attach her- 
self to her new situation, as to a secure and lasting 
possession, and learned almost to share in the 
feelings of Amy, who, seeking to recall the past 
in all its details, in the morbid excitement of her 
mind, confused it ever more and more with die 
present. 

Ehnerice had yielded to her entreaties, and, 
careless of the change of fashion, had consented* 
in order to please her, to exchange her own simple 
habiliments for the splendid attire furnished by 
Flora's wardrobe, cautiously preserved by Amy, 
and now resigned to her as her lawful -inlieri- 
tance. When, for the first time, she stood before 
Amy in an antiquated costume of rich and heavy 
watered silk, fastened with brooches of precious 
stones on the bosom 'and shoulders, the old woman 
knelt before her as if before a heavenly vision, 
and thanked God that He had permitted her eyes 
once more to behold her angel child — her Flora. 

" Oh !/* said Ehnerice, " am I then indeed so 
like this lovely Flora ? If you knew what an 
effort it cost me — ^how it was only by a strong 
appeal to my affectioD for you, that I could find 
courage to put on the attire which had been worn 
by that incomparable creature during the brief 
period of her happiness, you would comprehend 
the pain and confusion I now feel, lest by so 
doing I should fail in respect to her memory." 
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" Do not fear that, my sweet child," said Amy ; 
" she herself could have wished nothing better 
than to have adorned you thus ; she would ac- 
knowledge you with full conviction as her beloved 
descendant. But you shall no longer doubt that 
you are het counterpart ; and as you now wear 
the same dress in which Lesueur painted her, you 
shall see my sanctuary, the tower of Eudocia, 
where I have placed her picture, in the very spot 
where she used to sit with her little harp. Then 
you will see that it is you yourself, who seem to 
be coming out of the canvas; aud you will be 
able, vrithout future scruple, to grant me the hap- 
piness of seeing you in the very form in which she 
used to stand before me." 

" Oh ! " cried Elmerice, " forgive my scruples, 
and do not think my affection for you the less on 
that account ; I will believe you, aud from hence- 
forward do all you vrish." 

" It may be but for a short time," said Amy, 
gravely; "and Flora will rejoice to behold my 
happiness, and will bless you as its cause." 
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CHAPTER V. 

We will now quit for 8 time the scene of this 
stnngel; ideal existence, and return to the oppo- 
iite side of the castle, to trace out the cheerful 
eotHse of the young people, who seemed deter^ 
mined to derive from their present life all the 
pleasure that it could afibid. 

We must, however, premise that the gaiety of 
the young marquia and marquise owed its unalloy- 
ed joyousness to the very fact that it was based 
on a foundation of serious feeling and solid prin- 
ciple. It was, therefore, natural that the history 
of Count Lionel, which lost nothing of its truth 
and force by the marquis's narration, should leave 
behind it in its hearers feelings which diecked in 
a measure the exuberance of their spirits. LSonce 
had no occasion to resume his lecture on modera- 
tion, which, perhaps, served only to make the two 
ladies appear still more aauable- 

On the last evening, when the marquis conclud- 
ed his relation with the total disappearance of 
Reginald, the party, after a few words shewing 
the deep impression produced upon them, had 
separated earlier than usual. Soon after, the 
door of the Marquis d'Anville's room opened 
softly, and admitted his wife. Her face was as 
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pale as her white' oight-dress ; and when die 
marqois affectionately hastened forward to meet 
and embrace her, she gave way to all the emotioii 
his narrative had called forth, and wept like a 
child. 

"Armand," said she, when she was at length 
able to controul her feelings, "promise me that 
we sball not retun this mournful inheritance ; that 
we shall employ all our powers, all our influence, 
all the means that we have at command, again to 
make erery effort to discover that poor persecuted 
Reginald, or hisiwifs." 

" Yon onlj^ express my most anxious wish," 
cried the marquis, fondly embracing her : " time 
had diminished the imjHression upon my mind ; 
the firuitlessness of my efforts had induced me at 
length to give them up ; and I had been almost 
tenq>ted to set aside the proviso attached to these 
estates, and declare myself the heir ; bnt, in relat- 
ing this history to you, I have ^ain become fiilly 
sensible of the load of guilt and injustice with 
which our daims are fraught, and for the last few 
days I have felt that it would be impossible for 
me to establish mpelf here as proprietor, lest by 
so doing 1 should enter upon the same path into 
which our unfortunate uncle was misled, and be- 
come in a manner a sharer of his guilt." 

"I could read that in your countenance Ar- 
mand," said Lucille ; " I have longed to open my 
heart to you, and hear your opinion on the sub- 
jectt for I felt as if mine would burst when I 
tlioi^ht of the fate of Flora, and of poor Reginald, 
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and I have a feeling that this stain upon out 
name, this blot upon our escutcheon, can never be 
effaced, until these domains are restored to their 
rightful heirs," 

"Look here, Lucille," said the marquis, and 
led her to his writing-table; "may this letter, 
which 1 shall finish to-night, secure your tranquil 
repose, and fill your dreams with the generous 
hope that you may be able to discover Reginald, 
and restore to him the most magnificent estate in 
France." 

Lucille listened with joyful emotion as Armand 
read to her what he had written since they parted. 

"to lord DUNCAN. 

"My Loed, 

" Your lordship has hitherto left unanswered 
my numerous and ui^nt applications to you to 
co-operate with me in the efforts which have oc- 
cupied me many years, for the discovery of yowt 
friend, Reginald de St. Roche. For a long time 
I concluded that my tetters either were lost, or, in 
consequence of your possible absence from Leith- 
morin, might not have been transmitted to you. 
Although this did not put a stop to my inquiries} 
which I pursued in all directions, yet I have al-- 
ways rested my strongest hopes upon you, as 
his intimate friend, and, permit me to add, have 
not' merited so much mistrust at your lordship's 
hands. 

" Should my hopes be well founded that, my ill- 
iated cousin took refuge in England, and is either 
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now livii^ in your vicinityj or that you are ac- 
quainted with his place of residence, I call upon 
you, in the name of humanity, to lay aside youi 
unjust suspicions of me, and assist me in the en- 
deavour to render a tardy, but not on that account 
the less sacred, justice, to my unfortunate and per- 
secuted relation. I am now at St. Roche, and 
shall here await your answer by an early post." 

Lucille rose, her countenance beaming with 
admiration and respect: she bent forward and 
seemed about to speak, but paused, and kissing 
his high open forehead, timidly whispered, " Ar- 
maod, oh ! how I love you t " 

" My own Lucille I " exdaimed he, delighted, as 
if he had heard the words for the first time ; and 
perhaps when first they were uttered he did not 
listen to them with a nobler, purer joy. 



" My dear Lucille," cried L6once, the following 
morning, when they assembled for breakfast in the 
little garden, on the opposite side of the castle, 
" I must beg your pardon, for I have been ami- 
able at your expense." 

" I suppose this will turn out to be nothing 
more than one of your rare and then over-strained 
gallantries," replied she, " What a superabun- 
dant stock of amiability we must have on hand, if 
even you can draw upon it ; and it must not only 
be the quantity but the quality which induces you 
to pass over your own stores." 

" Well, at all events, pray excuse me from lis- 
tening," exclaipied Marguerite ; and with two 

VOL. lU. K 
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skips she stood at the top of an ancient flight of 
marble steps, leading down from the garden into 
the adjacent forest. 

" No," cried Leonce, pursuing her with equal 
speed, " you must not make your escape, for you 
are quite as much concerned as Lucille in what I 
have to say ; I have to solicit your pardon also." 

" Good heavens I what can have happened ? " 
cried Mai^erite, iu pretended fear. " How guilty 
must Leonce be, if he solicits even my forgiveness. 
I begin to fear everything that is most horrible 
and-most abominable, since ^at is the case." 

" Oh ! " cried Leonce, looking her frankly and 
gaily in the face, " what would I give to know 
whether you will indeed think me horrible and 
abominable for what I have done." 

" Really," excl^med Lucille, " there is nobody 
here that is well-behaved, except me. I see I 
must devote my whole attention to keeping these 
unruly children in order, and I shall begin vrith 
you, Leonce, by pronouncing your chocolate to be 
too hot for you to drink until you have told us 
what we have to forgive you." 

" Very well," cried Leonce, " so be it. Know, 
then," continued be, with dignified pathos, as he 
drew a letter from his pocket, "that I have a 
friend. How I obtained this blessing, is not per- 
haps very flattering to my vanity, iftit, what is 
more to our present purpose, our frieiftship is of 
the most ardent character. When I aS^ijjsent 
the world appears to him a blank. My eyesS** ^ 
the stars that illumine his life — my smile is the 
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Sunslime in which he basks — my thoughts respond 
to his — my tast«s accord with his — my heart, of 
which you ail know the merits,' is the Ufe of his, 
which burns with a fire — but I must stop, for I 
have no words to express a passion at once 
awakened in full force by the discovery of its 
' ideaL' " 

He was interrupted by the laughter of his 
hearers, in which it cost him some effort to re- 
frain from joining. "WhatI" he exclaimed, "is 
there not an echoing chord in any one of your 
hosoms to respond to such a feeling? Armand, 
Lucille, ia the happiness of such a friendship 
anknown to you ? and you. Marguerite, an open- 
ing rose-hud, of which the petals still jealously 
conceal the precious perfume within, does not 
your heart throb in anticipation of the moment 
when, outwitted hy your cousin, a sunbeuu will 
shine upon you and force you to unfold to the 
world the fragrance of such feelings as those of 
my friend for me ? " 

" No, no, L^once," said Marguerite; " I cannot 
bear your horrid sentimentality even in joke. It 
is quite provoking. I should like to have no 
feelings at all, that I might never be accused of 
anything of<^ke kind." 

"Oh, rosJud! rosebud!" s^d the inexorable 
L^once, "^^t anger is the first symptom of 
blossomisf; can the sunbeam have already rested 
on™B^>etals ! " 
^"■^'^arguerite coloured scarlet, started up, and 
this time ran so fast to the steps that she missed 
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her footing, and would have fallen down tlie 
crumbling stairs, had not L^once sprung for- 
ward and caught her in his arms : looking in her 
face he savr tears in her eyes, as she stru^led to 
escape from him. 

" No, no. Marguerite," atdi he, kindly, " you 
mu3t first forgive me. I was too thoughtless; 
I have given you pain, and I am more grieved to 
have done so than you wiU believe. No, I vrill 
not let you go until you forgive me." 

" Everything — I forgive everything, only let 
me go." He did so, and cootinued, " I am 
punished enough for to-day, and will tell you the 
matter without any further circumlocution. The 
young Count de Bussy, who has just been married 
at Versailles to Mademoiselle de Gruiche, is on 
his way to his Ch&teau de Rabutin, and passes 
so near St, Roche, that, being informed of our 
presence here, he despatched a messenger to me 
yesterday, begging me to negotiate a permission 
for him to pay his respects to my relations." 

" Oh ! " cried Lucille, " that is very good news 
indeed, so I will forgive you everything!" 

" What ! even if I have already given permis- 
sion on my own authority V asked L6ooce. " The 
messenger met me on the way to the monastery of 
Tabor, the hbrary of which I wished to visit ; and 
remembering the praise that you, dear Lucille, 
always bestowed upon Mademoiselle de Guiche, 
I gave my answer before reflecting upon the dif- 
ficulty of making this confession to you." 

" Well, I am satisfied," replied Lucille; "for 1 
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am delighted with the idea of this visit; and, 
LSoDce, I rather suspect that Armand joined you 
in tliis plot to surprise me." 

" Armand did indeed happen to be present 
when the messenger reached me," said L^once, 
laughing ; " but he is as much in awe of you as I 
am : at any rate, he threw the whole responsibility 
upon me." 

"Well," said Lucille, "what say yon. Mar- 
guerite, is he to he forgiven V 

" Do as you please," answered she from a 
distance, for she had glided quietly to the edge of 
the terrace, and was leaning against the balustrade 
with her back towards them, looking at the view. 
" I shall reflect a little longer on the matter, 
and shall see how he behaves before I make 
peace," 

" Oh, then, I am sure of yoiur foi^veness," said 
L^once, laughing ; and Mai^erite presently re- 
joining the party, Armand proposed that they 
should choose the rooms to he prepared for theit 
guests-, and they together traversed the pretty 
garden, laid out upon a lofty rampart at the foot 
of which lay the green and tempting forest- paths, 
that owed little to human labour and were car- 
peted, with soft green moss. This spot, which they 
had that day visited for the first time, appeared to 
them well suited for the morning meal of their 
guests, as it afforded both shade and coolness. 
They then traversed their own apartments to reach 
the stairs whichgave access to therooms above them. 

In the hall from which the staircase opened 
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they all stood still, theii gaiety checked by the 
recollection of the marquis's narratiTe, and of the 
night in which the two brothers ascended these 
very stairs, to meet the awful catastrophe which 
now rose vividly before their eyes. 

" No," cried the marquis, *' I can never be at 
ease until justice is done to the Qoble and ill-fated 
Reginald." 

" And," added Lucille, earnestly, " to the sainted 
Flora. Armand, I feel as if her spirit must hallow 
this spot, and as if I longed to obtain her favour, 
and to think that she would gladly acknowledge 
me for her kinswoman." 

" Perhaps she may bless our enterprise," said 
Armand, while his wife took bis arm ; and Mar- 
guerite, quite forgetting their quarrel, suffered 
L^once to assist her up the stairs. 

" The apartments above ours appear always to 
have been kept in habitable order by the several 
proprietors," said Armand ; *' it is there that we 
must make our preparations." 

" They do not include the banqueting-hall, do 
they?" said Lucille; 

" No, that portion of the castle is on the left; 
we shall turn to our right when we reach the 
upper floor." 

They here found a suite of antique but mag- 
nificent apartments, and L^once, who was always 
studying the archives of the castle, informed them 
that these were the apartments of the ambassadors. 
Catherine de Medicis bad added the magnificent 
hangings of gilt leather, when she fitted them up 



»i by Google 



8T. ROCHE. 199 

for the reception of the PolisK magnates, whom 
she here secretly endeaToured to gain orer. 

" These rooms will be sufficient, will they not ?" 
asked Axmand of Leonce. 

"Why, how many guests do you expect?" in- 
quired Lucille. 

" I hear that some friends of the young couple 
are of the party, and so I have invited tJiem all, in 
hopes that we may thus succeed in detaining them 
for some time in our old haunted castle." 

" And I hope, L€once," added Lucille, " that 
your young impassioned friend, who makes you so 
sentimental, is of the number; I suppose you will 
now favour us with his name." 

" No, no, dear Lucille, I shall leave that to your 
penetration to discover : I will not betray him, and 
will see whether you or myKttle cousin Marguerite 
will be the first to discover him." 

" You may be sure that I shall not trouble my- 
self to make your friends the subject of my specu- 
lations ; and least, of all, am I anxious to know so 
romantic a personage." With these words Mar- 
guerite broke from the party, who soon after 
rejoined her in front of a statue in the hall. On 
being accosted by them she started, and pointed 
with a shudder to the stem menacing figure before 
which she stood : " That is Spinola ! " said she, 
in a low voice. 

All shared her sensation of awe ; and, carried 
away by the recollections which here crowded upon 
them, desired to explore the fatal apartments where 
such terrible associations awaited them. 
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It was undoubtedly a fearful and solemn thing 
to enter that mouldering hall, which had remained 
closed since its last minute inspection by the officers 
of justice. No one had felt either the inclination 
or the right here to destroy the traces of the 
catastrophe, which it had been until then their 
duty to preserve; and the marquis and Leonce 
almost r^^tted that their curiosity should have 
exposed their companions to witness such a scene. 
There before the fire-place stood the two arm- 
chairs, the one furnished with cushions, on which 
the colour of the satin was almost concealed by 
dark stains : beside it stood the curiously inlaid 
brass table. All gazed with a shudder upon the 
fatal spot. L6oDce, howeyer, was anxious to re- 
move his sister and cousin from a sight so painful, 
and hastening to the end of the hall, easily suc- 
ceeded in unclosing the door leading to the open 
gallery, of which he knew the position, thanks to 
his minute acquaintance with the plan of the 
castle. 

The door hung ajar, and as he fiung it open he 
thought he saw a female figure vanish at the op- 
posite end of the gallery, which was, however, so 
overgrown with self-sown shrubs and bushes, that 
his view along it was impeded ; and he withdrew 
his eager gaze, with a feeling of shame that he 
should have suffered himself to be thus deceived 
by his own excited imagination. Tlie stream of 
air and sunlight that burst through the open door 
now attracted all eyes; but in hastening towards it 
they were arrested by the huge oaken table, still 
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coveted with its dingy dntperies, on which Louis 
had gaaped out his young life: the light now 
streamed brightly upon it, and upon the dark floor 
around it. 

"What means this?" cried Lucille, "the spot 
is decked with flowers, like a graye !" 

Tbey all approached, and there indeed lay a 
fresh garland of ivy and cypress — they looked 
upon it with astonishment. 

" But consider," said L^once, " we know that 
we are not the only inhabitants of the castle ; ao 
no doubt this garland was laid here by Amy 
Gray, and there must be a commiuiication between 
this portion of the castle and her apartments." 

" I am convincedi" said Marguerite, " the old 
woman cannot have done it, for having lived for 
more than twenty years close to this mournful 
spot, it is not likely that she would have placed 
her first garland here now, for this is the only one, 
and it is quite itesh." 

" Oh t" exclaimed Lucille, " do you not remem- 
ber the apparition that we beheld soon after our 
arrival, as we were riding below the rampart which 
fronts Amy's rooms, and saw that beautiful form 
enveloped in a white dress, clasping the mul- 
lion of one of the windows, who remained long 
enough for us all to see her, and then suddenly 
vanished ! Let me go out upon that suany gallery, 
and when I am once more in the open air, I will 
make my confession! Here you will scarcely 
lai^h at my curiosity, and indeed I can be silent 
no longer, however absurd you may think ma. 
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Oh, Aimand," said she, taking hold of his haad, 
"I see it is impossible to resist the influence of 
this old castle. T feel as if everywhere I should 
meet Flora; indeed I wish it so much, that I 
almoat deceive myself into supposing it possihle. 
Therefore," continued she, " as the marquis led 
her out upon the gallery, " I think, if Amy Gray 
could but know how I long to behold all the relics 
and traces of the life of that angel, she would 
receive me, and acknowledge me as the kinswoman 
of her Flora." 

" We have still hopes of such success," said the 
marquis; "and I cannot hut think that our reso- 
lution at length to come hither may be productive 
of happy results, I could not now leave this place 
until some eflbrta at reparation had been made, 
although I own I do not yet see how this is to be 
accomplished ; but I almost feel as you do, in con- 
stant expectation of something, though perhaps 
not of seeing Flora, whose closer connexion with 
the unseen world no selfish wish can make me 
regret." 

" Armand is right," said L^once, kindly ap- 
proaching his sister-in-law; "and that refiectiim 
you should hold fast, dear Lucille. It will set 
your mind at ease ; and we shall all feel so much 
the greater interest in life, as it imposes upon us 
duties so sacred towards her descendants." 

"Yes," said Lucille, holding out her hand to 
him ; " I was sure, Leonce, that you would feel as 
little satisfaction as ourselves in such an inheri- 
tance. But it ismuch more generous in you, than 
in us who are richer." 
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" Dear Lucille, if we could change places, I am 
sure that would make no difference in your sen- 
timents. Like Armand, I have never reckoned 
my share of this inheritance as a portion of my 
income ; and yet I hope," added L^once, laughing, 
" that you have always seen me make a creditable 
appearance." 

Lucille pressed the hand of her brother. " But 
then who could it be ? " exclaimed she, suddenly, 
"since it cannot he Flora." 

L^once cast an involuntary glance along the 
gallery, hut Lucille proceeded: "Our dispute 
that evening that we all beheld the apparition in 
the rooms said to be inhabited by Amy alone, 
induced me to rise very early the following morn- 
ing and to wander forth, I really think with the 
view of penetrating into Amy's retreat. Forcing 
mj way through the shrubs and bushes, I found 
myself in front of the little entrance tower, and 
the dwelling, which had been represented to me 
as so cautiously defended by bolts and bars, lay 
open before me. Was it not excusable that I 
should enter ? But unfortunately I have only 
retained a general impression ; I can give you no 
particulars, such was my excitement at the thought 
that I might at any moment meet Amy Gray. 
But this only I know ; I traversed princely apart- 
ments, all in the freshest splendour, decorated 
with flowers as if for a reception — a spot in short 
worthy to shelter such a being as Flora — and there 
I beheld Amy Gray." 

" Howl" exclaimed all in a breath, "you saw 
her?" 
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" Yes, but she did not see me. She was re- 
clining fast asleep in an arm-chair beside a large 
and handsome bed. Features bo rigid with age 
and sorrow could belong to none but Amy Giray. 
But whom could die be watching in that bed? 
Good heaven !" cried she, while her colour went 
and came, "you have so minutely described Flora 
to us, you who saw her beautiful portraic so often 
at your poor uncle's house ; and I had so vivid a 
recollection of your words, that I could scarcely 
repress a scream, when, within the green damask 
bed, I saw sleeping the very counterpart of Flora." 

" Living — a living creature ?" cried alL 

" Yes, living ; if the brightest hue of health, 
the sweetest smile on the half-closed lips, the Hght 
regular breathing, are tokens of life. There was 
the golden brown hair, the small white hand tluit 
you praised so highly. Ob, Armand," cried Lucille, 
clasping his hands, '* it was Flora's very self, for 
who else would Amy Gtray thus watch like a nurse 
beside the cradle of a beloved infant ?" 

" Strange \ inexplicable !" exclaimed Lucille's 
auditors. She had no occasion to fear their laugh- 
ter, for they all shared her feelings. 

" But go on, go on !" cried Armand j " tell us, 
dear Lucille, what happened to you." 

" I scarcely know," proceeded she, " how long 
I stood there lost in contemplation of the sleepers. 
But at length Amy raised her head, though she 
did not awake : I fled, and made my escape unper- 
ceived. Foigive my having concealed this from 
you," added she, with an entreating look around, 
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"■ I often tried to tell you, but I was ashamed of 
myself — I feared your raillery." 

" Apply that reproach to yourself," said Mar- 
guerite to Leonce ; " you see your railleries have 
driven Lucille to this concealment; I hope you 
are penitent." 

" More so than you think," replied Leonce, 
with greater seriousness than was merited by the 
sportive reproof of his young cousin, who now 
moving forward, led the way along the gallery. 
They all followed her mechanically, and, L6once 
recc^nising the spot, exclaimed, " Do you know 
that this is the tower of Eudocia before usf" 

" I thought so,^ said Lucille ; " let us go on, I 
am sure we all wish to see it." 

Leonce hastened forward and followed Margue- 
rite into the tower. Armand and Lucille had 
lingered behind for a moment, when, to their 
astonishment, Leonce rushed towards them, and 
grasping the marquis by the arm, while on his 
handsome countenance the deepest crimson alter- 
nated with deadly paleness, exclaimed " Armand, 
what means this? It is she — her picture!" He 
was so agitated that he could scarcely speak. 

" What is the matter ?" cried Armand, alarmed ; 
" what can have so startled you i" 

" Oh, come here, come here t" cried the clear 
voice of Marguerite from the tower. Lucille has- 
tened forward : as she entered the room she found 
Marguerite absorbed in the contemplation of a 
female portrait of the size of life, and, as her eyes 
rested upon it, with a cry of astonishment she 
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exclaimed, " Gracious heaven I that is indeed 
she." 

" Yes," said Armand, who had followed her 
closely ; " that is in truth Flora's portrait ; not 
indeed the same which my poor uncle had, hut 
yet her faithful and undoubted likeness." 

" And that of my sleeping beauty t" cried 
Lucille. " Yes, yes, I am not deceived ; it is she 
line for line, and no doubt the eyes with the long 
dark lashes, which I saw closed, are as deeply 
blue as those. Yes," added she, turning to L^once, 
who, though listening eagerly to her words, had 
had time to recover himself; " I do not wonder 
at your astonbhment ; for as I entered it seemed 
to me as if a real living Flora were advancing 
towards me from the canvas." 

'* Yes," s^d L6oQce, abstractedly, " it is enough 
to startle even strong nerves. But that we may 
have no further room to doubt, look here at the 
inscription. ' Flora Lester, Countess de Cr^cy- 
Chabanne, painted by Eustace Lesueur, in the 
year of grace 1670.' " 

" That, is then, the second portrait that he 
painted, which Amy probably retained for herself. 
You remember," continued Armand, " my uncle 
always told me how much trouble and difficulty it 
had cost him to obtain only one of the portraits 
painted by Lesueur ; and it was not until he ex- 
pressed his wish to have a monument carved from 
it, that Amy Gray consented, or rather suffered, 
that the one she liked the least should be taken 
from her." 
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Meanwhile the eyes of all were fixed on the 
marvellous work of the immortal Lesueur : every 
glance revealed some new beauty; it was clear 
tiiat enthusiasm and devoted admiration bad 
guided his pencil even in the minutest details. 

Flora was represented in a robe of white watered 
nlk, listened with jewelled brooches on the shoul- 
ders and bosom. She wa^ seated on a carved 
oaken seat, with a reading-desk attached to it. 
Her delicate white hand rested upon a small book 
of devotion, which, from the few words traced, 
appeared to be the New Testament. She seemed 
to have but just raised her eyes from it, and was 
represented turning her full face to the spectator, 
in so graceful and natural an attitude, that it ap- 
peared evidently drawn from the life rather than 
from the imagination of the painter. Her deep 
blue eyes were full of earnest enthusiasm : the fijll 
and beautifully-formed lips, half opened, with a 
gentle persuasive eloijuence, added force to the 
expression of the eyes : the outlines of the face 
were ' round and childlike ; while the delicately- 
formed nose shewed the pure Grecian type. But 
oh ! the rich brown locks ! they must have driven 
tiie painter to desperation ; it seemed as if he had 
washed them over with gold, on which he had 
merely picked out the shadows, and amidst the 
waves that encircled the white forehead fine lines 
of gold were distinctly perceptible. The figure to 
which this lovely face belonged was no less per- 
fect ; for how gracefully was the slender, white, 
swan-like throat placed upon the shoulders, and 
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Iiow carelessly did the brooch confine the folds of the 
drapery which veiled the beauty of her form. Her 
left foot was raised upon a small footstool, so that 
she appeared to lie bending forward; upon her lap 
lay some roses, as if just gathered in it, and her 
right hand rested upon a singular iostrument, like 
a small harp, such as one sees in the arms of 
angels in old pictures, which was half concealed 
amongst the folds of her flowing draperies. A 
curtain of purple velvet formed the background. 

" Oh !" cried Marguerite, " I never saw anything 
comparable to her ! If she were alive I could fall 
down at her feet." 

" But," exclaimed Lucille, " she is aUve ! I saw 
her. I entreat you, Armand, to consider that she 
whom I saw in Amy's apartment is a hving being j 
that she is, perhaps — that she must be a relation 
of flora's. Letus try, 1 implore you, to obtain access 
to the old woman ; she must admit us — she must 
no longer withdraw herself from us." 

" No, dearest Lucille, do not let us sufier our 
zeal to carry Us too far. And do not accuse me of 
obstinacy for resisting all your entreaties to that 
effect since we have been here. It is the sacred- 
ness of Toy plighted word which makes me so re- 
solute. The intangible position which my uncle 
secured to this unhappy woman, even after his 
death, was the only reparation he had it in his power 
to make for all the misery that he had caused. 
He cared not what became of his possessions ; but 
to secure Amy's independence, to assure to her 
the free exercise of every fancy, evei^ caprice. 
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every insanity, wliich she had accumulated in the 
lapse of years — for this it seemed to him as if no 
instructions, no obligations could he made suffi- 
ciently binding ; and when all this had been legally 
secured in writing, he made to me a most touch- 
ing personal appeal, which I can never forget, to 
pledge him my promise that I would look upon 
her as sacred and inviolable-" 

" And so we would," cried Lucille ; " I would 
honour and revere her aa if she were an ancestress 
of my own — the head of my family." 

" Do not forget, my love, that we can neither 
honour her nor add to. her happiness in our own 
way. You may form some idea of her character 
by what you have already heard. When, after 
the death of Count Lionel, her pension was re- 
mitted to her for the first time in my name, I 
wrote to her in English, which is, I beKeve, the 
only language she can read, in much the same 
terms as a son might have used to a mother, and 
begged her leave to furnish her a yet more ample 
provision, and to pay ber a visit ; hut all to no 
purpose. ' I want nothing from any of you but 
undisturbed repose, and the security that no one 
shall interfere with my rights in this castle,' 
were the words traced almost illegibly upon an 
old discoloured sheet, with which my messenger 
returned to me. The communications had been 
made through the medium of some children, and 
no one had seen Amy Gray herself." 

"Do not be uneasy, however," added he to 
Lucille, who had listened to this speech in some 
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confusion: " your little indiacretioB, which, more- 
over, passed without discovery, does not weigh 
upon my conscience, nor need it do so much upon 
yours, since I probably never before was so 
explicit on the subject of the obligation which 
binds me." 

"Well," said Mai^erite, "I am not sorry 
that you have been so at last ; for I own I bore 
you a grudge for your obstinate resistance, the 
day after we saw the apparition at the window, 
when we wanted to visit the old woman." 

" Very true, and I ought to beg yoiir pardon 
for it ; however, you will be glad to hear that I 
have some hopes through another channel." 

" Do you mean through the dear old vicar, or 
through Veronica ? " asked Lucille. 

"ITiey have no longer any communication with 
Amy Gray ; I have spoken to them both on the 
subject. The only person who occasionally sees 
her is a very old doctor, of whose character the 
worthy brother and sister speak in the highest 
terms, and who they think wishes himself to be- 
come acquainted with me. I should already have 
seen him, but he has the charge of the health of 
the whole neighbourhood, and on the very day 
which he had appointed to come to me, he was 
summoned to a distant infirmary of the ' Sreurs 
Grisea,' where some alarming symptoms had mani- 
fested themselves. But his letter charged me in 
pretty clear terms to await his return." 

This hope, however remote, held out in connex- 
ion with the old doctor, made some amends to 
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the ladies for Armand's oppositioQ to their bolder 
plaDs, and the; now returned to the exammation 
of the tower of Eudocia. 

We are already acquainted with its contents. 
The ravages of time had first been opposed by 
Flora's care, which Amy conscientiously continued, 
8o that much remained to claim their attention. 
The little harp still lay in a high carved chair ; 
and Eudocia's pris Dieu, though mouldering 
and fi-agile with age, shewed no trace of neglect, 
as their eyes rested upon it long and with interest. 

Finding no other egress, they returned by the 
way they camej all more than ever impressed with 
the desire to penetrate into Amy's obstinate, and 
;iow so mysterious, retirement. 

At dinner-time the courier of Count Bussy 
came to announce the approach of the visitors, 
and the servants of the marquis declared all the 
preparations for their reception to be completed. 
After dinner tlie gentlemen mounted their horses 
to meet them, and tlie ladies went to take a last 
survey of the apartments, and give directions for 
placing the vases of flowers, with which the ser- 
vants who followed them were loaded, 

" Do you understand Llonce's agitation this 
morning on first seeing the picture of Flora?" 
inquired Marguerite of her cousin, as they took 
their seats in a balcony while their orders were 
being executed, 

A quick, arch glance from Lucille's eyes fell 
upon Marguerite, who blushed and averted her 
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" Well," replied Lucille, " and what dien? He 
is susceptible of female beauty, and we must allow 
that this Flora far surpasses anything we may 
have to boast of in that line. But console your- 
self, my dear cousin, we have not much to ieta 
from pictures." 

" Nor is it any question of that," replied Mar- 
guerite. *' Leave your raillery, Lucille, and let 
us talk seriously for a minute. I want to tell 
you that I am not satisfied about L^once; som^ 
thing is the matter with him, believe me: I 
have observed him more narrowly thaa any of 
you." 

"Indeed!" sud Lucille, laughing j "a singu- 
lar employment for a young lady of eighteen. 
Those sort of observations, if close, may beconw 
very dangerous. What are we to do, if you take 
to occupying yourself with such dangerous mat- 
ters?" 

"You will not be reasonable, Lucille, and I 
should so much like to be so for once. I feel the 
greatest sympathy for L^once ; but I feel, too, 
that I cannot do him any good, and as I see that 
you are all blind and deaf, I wanted to call your 
attention to it ; because, perhaps, a. few affection- 
ate questions from Armand might help him." 

" Perhaps," said Lucille, smiling, " you might 
■help him yourself 'by a few affectionate questions," 
as he would be quite sure to answer them. How- 
ever, make yourself easy ; you have not failed in 
your object of exciting my especial interest in his 
behalf; but neither Armand nor I were so heed- 
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lesa aa jou gave as credit for. We have long 
UDce agreed that something must be the matter 
with him, for we find him much altered ; but we 
also agree that we cannot give him what he wants, 
and have, therefcn'e, determined to make him over 
to you," 

'-■ " How provoking ! " said Mai^^rite, colouring 
land stamping her little foot impatiently as she 
rose ; " you will not listen to one word of reason 
4o-day. 1 have quite wasted my breath upon you, 
and now I must stand and be. laughed at like a 
baby, just as if yon were in the right ! " 

" If you win take the trouble, ladies, to move a 
little farther forward, you may see the equipages 
Approaching along the valley," said the steward, 
advancing to the threshold of the balcony. 

They did so, and perceived several travelling- 
-carrit^s escorted by some gentlemen on horse*, 
bach. 

Once more they traversed the rooms, which now 
presented as cheerful and habitable an appearance 
- as was practicable at St. Roche, and then hastened 
down stairs to receive their guests. 
. HSloise de Guiche, now Countess de Bussy, 
had been educated in the same convent with Lu- 
cille, and they had afterwards been appointed at 
the same time "maids of honour" to the queen. 
Often alarmed and disgusted by the manners that 
prevailed at court, they had found comfort in each 
other, and each felt for the other that calm affec- 
tion which springs from mutual esteem. 

The beauty of the young and hax HSloise was 
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of that regular order, a few moments' wondering 
admiration of which suffices us, when once we 
have satisfied ouFselves that the soul within is 
of precisely the same stamp, and will never pro- 
duce any of that exterior vMriety for which we 
soon begin to long. Nothing conld be more per- 
fect than the Grecian outline of her face, the fair 
hair, the transparent complexion, and the tall 
figure, which, exceeding the middle height, 
in its faultless symmetry recalled the statues of 
ancient mytholt^y. To this was added her ha- 
bitually graceful tranquillity, of which the almost 
immoveable repose of her beautiful hands and 
arms was a characteristic feature. In short) she 
might weU excite the wonder of those who be- 
held her, but would have been more suitably 
placed on a pedestal in a temple, than in an 
arm-chair in a drawii^oom. And yet she had 
everything that could fit her for such a situation ; 
and the unvarying sweetness of her smile, the soft, 
low voice in which she always spoke, her con- 
sideration in never intruding her thoughts or re- 
marks upon others, and always listening civilly to 
those who spoke, gained her universal admiration. 
Lucille de Maurepas knew that under this placid 
exterior she had a firm and upright heart, that, 
from instinctive delicacy, she abhorred vanity 
and coquetry, and had repulsed, with unfaltering 
resolution, all the temptations which, at the court 
of Louis XV., were ready to assail every woman 
of remarkable beauty, and unhappily were often 
met with but too much willingness. 
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The two friends, however, had ahnost lost sight 
of each other, since Lucille de Maurepas had be- 
come Marquise d'Anville ; and the modest Heloise, 
who had an almost enthusiastic admiration for 
Lucille, did not venture to announce herself, but 
entrusted the task to her brother, the young Count 
de Guiche, who was a friend of Armand and 
L^once. 

"Oh, madam," said she, as, escorted by the mar- 
quis, she curtseyed to Lucille with the most 
graceful modesty, "what will you think of my 
intrusion." 

" That it proves you still to retain the same 
affectionate amiability which was always my admi- 
ration, though 1 never could attain to it," said Lu- 
cille, as she embraced the beautiful Heloise, and 
then introduced MademoiseUe d'Aubaine. 

" My little cousin," added she, " is as naughty 
as she is pretty — as good-humoured as she is in- 
discreet. I hope you will honour her with your 
countenance." 

" Those who enjoy yours have no need of any 
other ; and youf pretty cousin shall teach me how 
to merit your approbation. But the Count de 
Bussy will reproach me for so long barring his 
approaching you." 

The Count de Bussy was as dark as his wife 
was fair, and considerably exceeded her in height; 
a multitude of stars decorated his breast, for he 
had served with distinction in Spain as colonel of 
a cavalry regiment. His broad forehead shewed 
the gravity of a warrior, and his glance expressed 
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that courage and frank good-humoui which seems 
a peculiarity of the militaiy profeasioD. His lips, 
however, were too prominent, and bore the stamp 
of pride. He was the most suitable husband that 
could have been found for Heloise de Guiche ; for 
he was sure that his temper would never be 
aroused by her, that he should never have to pat 
up with caprice or opposition, neither of which 
he had learned to bear with. In return, he 
watched over her like a mother over her child, and 
seemed to find his happiness in divining and gra- 
tifying her timid and half-expreaaed wishes. 

The Marquise d'Anville was agreeably sur- 
prised by the appearance of the Princesse de la 
Beaume, an old aunt of the Countess de Guiche ; 
and with hei came forward the Count de Guiche 
and the Chevalier de Vardes, both great friends of 
her husband and brother-in-law. 

Catherine de Medicis' audience-chamber re- 
ceived the party, and Mademoiselle de la Beaume, 
after minutely questioning Leonce, fsuled not to 
call forth the historical recollectionB which ' it 
offered. 

" My dear marquise," said she, " you must not 
count upon my grey hair as an antidote to my 
curiosity, which I have come hither in the firm 
determination of gratifying as far as possible ! 
Would you believe, that for one whole day Ver- 
sailles left off jesting at the expense of the Mar- 
quise de Pompadour's new splendours, when we 
announced our good fortune in being permitted to 
wait upon you here; and no one was for the. 
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moment considered de ban ton who had not 
some marvellous tale to tell about St. Roche." 

" I am delighted to hear it," cried LuciUe, " for 
I had formed the same project that you have, and 
had even begun to cany it out." 

" Oh !" exclaimed the princess, '* I am charmed 
to find an ally In you. ' But do tell me ; I hope 
there will be something a little alarming in our 
lodgings, for it would be dreadful if we did not 
meet with some unheard-of adventure during our 
stay here." 

" I must confess," said Lucille, " that it fras 
only this morning we agreed that we were all 
of us more or less subjected to the mysterious in- 
fluence of the castle, and we looked forward to 
your arrival in the full confidence that in your 
presence we should be able to lay aside all our 
dreams and fancies. Unhappily the rooms which 
you will inhabit are marked by no particular inci- 
dent : Catherine de Medicis had them fitted up 
for the Polish nobles, when they visited her be- 
fore the election of the Due d'Anjou, and I do 
not suppose that anything very mysterious went 
on there, except perhaps philtres and golden 
anares." 

They then all rose to examine the interesting 
portrait in the apartment of the maids of honour. 

When on the evening of that day Marguerite 
d'Aubaine had dismissed her maid, she opened 
the low window which led into the garden, as was 
her custom, and seated herself on the window 
seat. 

VOL. Ill, I, 
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So many thoughts and feelings were rerolTUig 
in her mind, her iaige iparkling eyes bad such 
an earnest and almost tearful brightness, that it 
would have been di£Scu1t to teoognise the playful 
child of the day before. On a sudden a rose was 
flung to her, with so true an aim, that Marguerite, 
to her astonishment, received it in her open palm. 
" L^once !" exclaimed she inTolimtarily, It might 
be that her thoughts were occupied with him, 
— it might be that she was acquainted with this 
manner of announcing himself,— at all events she 
doubted not who it was. 

" Well, dten, since you know me," said he in a 
low voice, "give me leave to make my way 
through the alder bushes, and have a few minutea' 
confidential conversation with you." 

" That vrill I not," said Marguerite, without 
moving from the window; " I shall not encourage 
you to take such liberties." 

" Very well," said Leonce, " then I will save 
you the trouble of an answer ;" and in another 
moment he was seated in front of her in the oppo- 
site comer of the window, which he had reached 
with one spring from the ground. 

" Now," said he, laughing and folding his arms, 
" our duenna may come and measure the distance, 
tind pronounce our behaviour quite correct." 

Marguerite bent her head to conceal a smile ; 
she had not courage either to approve or disap- 
prove. 

" And now," continued he, " dearest Margue- 
rite, we must lay aside our masks. No, do not 
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tnm away. Do you think I should have ven- 
tured upon such a ifAij as to jump out of my own 
wmdoff and in at yours, but that the fear of a 
misunderstaDding between us left me do peace ? 
Tell me, then, do we fully understand each other, 
and do you conBde in my affection ?" 

Marguerite was silent for a moment ; then she 
sprang up, stretched out both her hands to him, 
and exclaimed in the moat earnest and feeliug 
tone, " No, no, dear, good, generous Leonce ! 
I do not mistrust you. My heart comprehends 
your intentions, and — let me own it — with the 
most assured hopes of my future happiness." 

Leonce started up, and, before Marguerite was 
aware of it, clasped her in his arms and kissed her 
affectionately. 

" Wretch !" cried Marguerite, in alarm ; but 
he had already resumed his seat opposite to her, 
with the utmost calmness. 

" Tou have nothing more to fear &om me," said 
he, " but your confession made me so happy !" 

" But hark ! only listen 1" , cried Marguerite, 
trembling with alarm, "we have been watched; 
we are betrayed !" 

Leonce had also heard the doors open which led 
to the balcony above the window at which they 
were seated, and he now recollected that those 
woredie apartments ofMademoisellede la Beaume. 
"Be quiet," whispered he, gently; "he quite 
quiet; we shall be safe, thanks to the old lady's 
supersdtion ! " 

" Oh, madam ! " cried a trembling voice over- 
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head, " pray do not be so raah ; you heard it your- 
self ; it is but too certain that the noise was not 
outside, it was here within, behind the great 
picture. Ob, pray let me wake the others, that 
they may come to our assistance." 

" It is quite certain that the noise we heard was 
outside, and under this balcony," said Mademoiselle 
de la Beaume, in a loud and serious tone : " but I 
perceive it is no business of mine to pry into this 
secret. No one need suppose, however, that the 
fear of ghosts will prevent my discovering the 
truth ; it was no unearthly noise, but, on the con- 
trary, a very earthly one, that reached my ears. 
Come," said she, apparently addressing herself to 
her miud, who was still telling her beads, " I am 
tired of this scene." 

The doors were closed, and the young people 
again breathed Ireely ; but Marguerite burst into 
tears, and wrung her hands : " I am undone ! " 
cried she ; " it is clear that they have heard and 
seen everything: her last speech was aimed at 
me. How unhappy your thoughtlessness has 
made me!" 

" Compose yourself, Mai^erite," said Leonce, 
grieved and concerned at the poor girl's distress, 
" I pledge you my honour that your reputation 
shall not suffer by it! I know Mademoiselle de 
la Beaume to have a generous and kind heart ; and 
to-morrow, before the party assembles, I will seek 
an interview with lier, and acquaint ber with our 
real secret." 

"No, no," replied Marguerite, still weeping. 
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" not for the world ! So long aa my father does 
not know everythiag, and has not given his con- 
sent and his forgiveness, no one must know any- 
thing about it." 

'* Well, then, in that case we must endure un- 
just suspicions for a little while. But now for the 
object of my exploit. Your brother is almost re- 
covered &om his wound; I have written to him, 
as well as to your father, and yesterday received 
from him a perfectly satisfactory answer. He is 
himself on his way to Montreal, that he may in 
person explain to your father the cause of the duel , 
and, by stating the facts of the case, take the 
' whole blame upon himself. After that I hope my 
ai^uments will have some weight, and then" 

"Now do pray go, L6once," said Marguerite, 
anxiously, and holding out her hands to him, as if 
afraid of his abrupt manners ; " I have already 
listened to you much too long." 

" But," said he, with a shrewd smile, " you have 
listened thus long in order to hear what you your- 
self wished to know. Good-bye, dear. You will 
now, I hope, dry your tears, and dream of yout 
cousin — or" 

" Go, go ; not a word more ! " cried Marguerite, 
springing back into the room ; and Leonce having 
as quickly vanished, she bolted the window. 

Any one who has ever spent a short time in the 
country in summer, in the midst of a party of 
amiable and agreeable people, and assisted by ex- 
ternal enjoyments, must be aware that years passed 
in a town with the same people would not produce 
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an equal degree of intimac;. It seemed as if all 
the artificial restrainta of town life were laid aside. 
The hoop and train gave way to a style of dress 
more convenient for driving, riding, and walking, 
with the occasional display of activity that might 
be required ; and a broad shady hat replaced the 
fan, which was laid aside to leave the hands firee 
for games of battledore and shuttlecock, or blind- 
man's buff. The gentlemen no longer wore uni- 
forms ot orders, but appeared in light silk coats, 
while all embroidery, and even theii swords, were 
laid aside. 

As these outward restrictioDB gave way, ease, 
cheerfulness, and social gaiety unfolded themselves 
in all their natural charm ; while the happy varie- 
ties of character produced the most ^;reeab1e 
intercourse. 

Marguerite and Leonce could not help, however, 
feeling conscious of the scrutiny of the keen eye of 
MademoiseUe de la Beaume; even her civil but 
positive manner of contradicting the report which 
had spread among the servants, of her having met 
with some nocturnal disturbance, gave them both 
the humiliating conviction that the old lady con- 
sidered herself sure of her fact, and vrished to spare 
them. 

This occasionally troubled the gaiety of the little 
Marguerite, whose life would otherwise have been 
very pleasant, surrounded as she vras by three 
ardent admirers ; and indeed L^once's two young 
Mends were well calculated to contest the prize, 
if he were inclined to dispute it with them, for 



»l by Google 



SI. BOCHB. 223 

the Chevalier de Vardes, in spite of a face which, 
being disfiguied by the small-pox, was almost ngly, 
was nevertheless very attractive from his wit, his 
gaiety, and his various accomplishments, and seem- 
ed, moreover, to be perfectly spell-bound by the 
ejes of Marguerite. The young Count de Guiche 
appeared a still more dangerous rival. He was very 
like hia sister ; indeed they might have passed for 
the Apollo and Diana of the sculptors of antiquity; 
but the calm dignity of character, which seemed so 
perfectly adapted to his outward . appearance, was 
in his case animated by a superior intellect. The 
Chevalier de Vardes was like the gay butterfly, 
which sports and flutters around the flower; Guiche 
was like Leonce's sunbeam, shining with calm, un* 
varying warmth upon the bud, which it seems 
burning to unfold. 

Marguerite sometimes shrank from this glance, 
of which her maiden instinct shewed her the source, 
as if she could no longer endure it, and could only 
then seek refuge with Leonce, who always seemed 
to expect her; more especially since a trifling oc- 
currence had so openly betrayed the feelings of 
young Guiche, that &om that moment she ay»ided 
him, that he might have no further opportunity of 
explaining himself. A flight of wood-pigeons, 
alarmed by the horses in one of their rides, rose 
from the ground immediately in front of them, and 
Marguerite, who happened to be foremost, was for 
a moment surrounded and concealed by them. 
Count Guiche, in the utmost alarm lest her horse 
should take fright, darted to her side, in his impe- 
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tuosity almost overthrowing all who stxwd in hia 
way, and calling her hy her Christian name in a 
tone which none present could misunderstand or 
forget. When he reached her, however, he found 
to his great confusion a perfectly quiet horse, and 
a cold rebuke from the rider, who, alarmed only 
by his impetuosity, denied having been exposed to 
the slightest danger. 

Such was the posture of afl^irs, when one morn- 
ing a messenger arrived from Ardoise with a letter 
to the marquise, in which was enclosed another, 
addressed to " Miss Elmerice Eton." The Countess 
Franfoise wrote very affectionately to the mar- 
quise, b^ging her to deliver the letter to her 
young friend. Miss Eton, from whom she had juat 
learnt that she was at St Roche with Mrs. Gray. 
" I do not tell you my wishes," proceeded the 
letter, "for I know what my Lucille will do on 
receiving these tidings : I merely congratulate you 
on this opportunity, which was as little expected 
hy me as hy yourself, of makiug the acquaintance 
of my amiable young friend, and I wish and hope 
that you may be able to lighten the gloom of the 
retirtment to which, in charity to the old woman, 
she has devoted herself." 

Unspeakable was the delight with which Lucille 
flew to her husband with the letter in her hand, 
" Now, now, dear Armand," cried she, " I possess 
the key to Amy's sanctum. Now my apparition 
is explained away ! I know who was the sleeping 
angel in Amy's room. It is Eliaerice Eton, to 
whom I have a letter from aunt Fran9oi8e." 
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A few words of explanation sufficed to nake 
tlie marquis a sharer ia her joy at the good news, 
and they began to concert plans for communicat- 
ing with Elmerice. 

Lucille at length agreed to go after breakfast 
with Marguerite to Veronica, and learn from her 
by what means this letter might be conveyed to 
Miss Eton ; and until this had been done, and an 
answer returned, they decided to conceal their dis- 
covery from the rest. 

It was a pleasant sight to see Veronica in the 
company of the young marquise, who treated her 
with all the affectionate respect due to her age, 
while Veronica, in the presence of her superiors 
in rank, retained all the unaffected dignity of her 
nature, for she loved all that was good, whatever 
might be their condition, and she saw no occasion 
to restrain her good-will because the object of it 
was in a station above her own. 

She felt thus a sort of maternal kindness for 
both Lucille and Marguerite, and loved them for 
the charm of their dispositions. She had found 
out how to please them, and in the flower-beds 
many a little cornet of paper might be seen tied 
on die delicate stalk of a rose or a carnation, to 
preserve them in all their beauty, till the dear 
ladies from the castle should come. Then Veronica 
would take them into the garden, and uncover her 
flowers to receive the admiration of the frtvo young 
women, who smiled, and praised their freshness 
and beauty, while Veronica cut them and tied 
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them into bouquets to ornament their evening 
attire. 

This morning, when bodi were seated with their 
nosegays in the cool hall at the vicarage, they 
began to tell her all about their guests, and Ve- 
ronica listened eagerly, nodding her head, and 
uttering occasional exclamations and questions 
concerning what they related. 

The marquise then told her of her visit to Amy 
Gray, adding, "I concealed my transgression from 
you too, dear Mademoiselle Veronica ; for I did not 
know what you would think of me, being free 
firom all those follies yourself." 

*' Oh," said Veronica, laughing, " there is a time 
for everything, dear marquise. I have grown grey 
in the knowledge of what went on there, and 
these are not such mysteries to me ; but every one 
has a little curiosity upon some subject, and I, for 
instance, would give much for a glance at the old 
rooms, for my heart yearns after the beautiful 
young creature that you saw there, and I am not 
eaay as to her situation." 

" Is it possible that you know Miss Bton, for 
whom I have this morning received a letter from 
aunt Frani^oise, with an entreaty that I would 
endeavour to withdraw her from her solitude." 

"Yes, my dear ladies, I do indeed know her; 
and no one who has once done so can ever for- 
get her." She then proceeded to relate to them 
all that we already know, even to the remarkable 
resemblance to Flora, which had gained for her the 
passionate devotion of Mrs. Gray, 
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- "But," added the marquise, "how shall we 
coBtrive to coBvey this letter to Miss Eton ? Must 
we wait for the return of the old doctor, or can 
we entrust it to Mariette ?" 

" You might do either," leplied Veronica; " hut 
I have devised a plan long ago, and this shaU be 
the pretext for putting it into execution. If you 
will give me the letter for Miss Eton, I will try to 
dehver it myself." 

" Indeed ! " exclaimed both in surprise, " and 
do you expect to obtain admittance ? " 

" I shall write to Miss Eton by Mariette, to ask 
her leave to call upon her ; and I scarcely think 
Mrs. Grray will refuse me admittance, should Miss 
Eton think proper to wish for my visit." 

" I do hope it may be so," cried Marguerite ; 
" and, dear Mademoiselle Veronica, pray look well 
about you, and remember everything you see, that 
you may be able to tell ua exactly all about it. 
You have no idea how anxious I am on the sub- 
ject, it often disturbs my night's rest." 

"Ah, ab," laughed old Veronica, " I suspect it 
is scarcely what goes on in that part of the castle 
which disturbs your night's rest ! I have heard 
some little tales, my pretty young lady, that give 
me another key to your thoughts. Well, well, do 
not blush so, my dear ; that does no good, and, 
besides, now is your time for love-making and 
courting. Only see how my orange-trees are 
blossoming. Heaven knows how pleased I shall 
be to cut the prettiest twigs for you, when you 
come down to me, with the amiable young mar- 
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quia, and say, * Veronica, where is my gar- 
land?'" 

Lucille laughed aloud, but Marguerite made an 
impatient sign to the old woman to be quiet, and 
called all the world to witneas that she was inno- 
cent. However, nobody would believe ber, in 
spite of the good-humoured lecture she infiicted 
upon old Veronica, who with Lucille persisted in 
latching at her notwithstanding. 
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Meanwhile Elmerice continued to lead a life 
which encouraged her melancholy, as well as the 
romantic day-dreama, which were assisted by her 
singular position, and almost exacted from her by 
her companioD. Since the day that we left her 
with Amy on her way to visit the tower of 
Eudocia, her gloomy views of life, and disinclina- 
tion to return to the world, had increased upon her. 
Since she had seen Flora's picture she had heheld 
with astonishment the resemblance which her mir- 
ror shewed her, and no longer refused to look 
upon herself in truth as the grand-daughter of the 
itgured Countess de Cr^cy. But at the same time 
she learnt that the usurping heirs had come to 
take possession of the inheritance of her father. 
And when she became aware of their names, 
fraught with such deep and painful import to her- 
self, she besought Amy yet more earnestly not to 
force her claims to light, hut rather to conceal and 
protect her, that she might be shielded from all 
possible contact with the other inmates of St. 
Roche. 

The limits of her wanderings in the castle had, 
however, expanded. The tower of Eudocia was 
her favoorite retreat. At night, when the rooms 
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in the opposite wing were lighted up, she would 
glide forth with Amy upon the little balcony, and 
gaze into the lighted roonu, where she gradually 
learned to distinguish the different members of 
the Countess d'Aubaine's family. But what bitter 
pangs had she thus to endure, with what feelings 
did her eyes follow the young, fair, and happy 
maiden, who could be no other than Marguerite 
d'Aubaine, and how firmly was she persuaded, that 
the wishes of tbe family, rereaJed to her by the 
letter of the Countess Fran9oise, were already ful- 
filled, as she watched the affectionate attention of 
her young cousin L^once to her ! She thought of 
Leithmorin, of the happy circle of young friends 
where she was, like Marguerite here, the favourite 
of all. And then she felt as if she were already 
old and forsaken, and resolved to live only for thiit 
being who devoted herself to her with, such disin- 
terested attachment. And when the lights were 
extinguished, and the rooms which had been the 
scene of so much social cheerfulness were again 
veiled in darkness, her eyes would still remain 
fixed upon them, as if seeking to recall the images 
-of those who had so lately animated the scene. 

Amy Gray sat opposite her with unwearied 
patience through the loi^ silent hours. The hap- 
piness of gazing upon her darling was far her the 
most agreeable pastime ; and having for years been 
unaccustomed to any intercourse, she needed no 
worda; but Elmerice did not give herself up so 
selfishly to her ovm feelings as to forget those of 
others. She was always ready to break ofT her 
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own train of thought, in order to turn affection- 
ately to the old woman and adapt herself to hen. 
Amy knew all the mysteries of the castle, and 
thus Elmerice became acquainted with the secret 
passages which led through the dilapidated apart- 
ments of the maids of honour to the tower d 
Eudocia, and to the secret chambers of Catherine 
de Medicia. With the romantic taste of youth she 
often sought these rooms ; and if she could not stop 
the destructive work of time, she was at least able 
to free them, with Amy's help, from the dust and 
mildew which had accumulated there for centuries. 

These rooms were calculated to afford food for 
reflection to a young and cultivated mind. - The 
immortal poets of her native land had everywhere 
followed in the suite of the proud Italian queen ; 
and their works, in magnificent and massive bind- 
ings, affording an effectual defence to the parch- 
ment within, together with those of the then 
already forgotten troubadours of Provence, and 
several ecclesiastical works and papal briefs,mingled 
with a very small proportion of books of devotion, 
still existed in the bookshelves of imperishable 
cedar, which had served to preserve the treasures 
committed to them from the ravages of time. 

Elmerice found here abundant occupation for 
whole days, during which she renewed her ac- 
quaintance with the Italian language. Another 
cause also contributed to induce her to pass much 
of her time here. When her restlessness made her 
wish to quit Flora's apartments, she foimd herself 
safer here, for she did not again venture into the 
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tower of Eudocia by day, since a visit to it, 
which had led her on into the banqueting-hall, 
had nearly ended in her detection ; for she it was 
whose retreating figure had then made L6once 
doubt the evidence of his senses. Amy was her 
almost constant companion: her custom was to 
take her spinning-wheel with her, and sit for hours 
beside Elmerice while she read, enjoying, perhaps, 
as much happiness as she had ever dreamt of pos- 
sessing. The consequence was, that by degrees 
her character was softened, and became less harsh 
and inflexible : she even often seemed anxious to 
receive the commands of her gentle companion, 
Bad to adapt herself to her wishes. She had no 
rdea how few are the wishes of a heart whose 
first warm and youthful feelings have been repelled, 
and which moreover believes itself to be injured 
and betrayed. 

Everything appeared to her so valueless, and 
especially all that should have fallen to her share, 
that whatever she received was always sufficient, 
and even exceeded her wishes and demands. 

When Veronica's note was delivered to her, 
she asked whether Amy were willing that she ■ 
should receive the good old woman ; Amy thought 
Elmerice wished to do so, and immediately gave 
her consent. 

However little Veronica's feelings might re- 
semble in other respects those of Madame St. 
Albans, yet she, too, could hardly contain her as- 
tonishment at the change which she here beheld; 
for although Veronica had never entered the castle 
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since Flora's burial, yet she was acquunted with 
all that passed there through her old friend the 
doctor. 

" Ay, ay, Veronica, time has not spared you," 
said Amy, looking up iroin her spinning-wheel ; 
" I can bear witness how blooming you once were ! 
My angel often said you were a real rose-bud; 
and she should hare been a good judge, with such 
a standard in herself." 

"Well, Amy, and what matters it?" cried 
Veronica, cheerfully ; " to me my old age is plea- 
santer than my youth. I was so timid then, that 
one bold glance was almost enough to make me Sy 
for refuge into the forest ; but now my grey hair 
gives me peace and confidence. ' Here comes old 
Veronica,' I hear them say ; and then they greet 
me, and thank me, and take what I have to give 
them without any staring and ogling ; and I, for my 
part, am much more friendly and communicative, 
so that it is in fact a burden from which I have 
been relieved," 

Very hkely," replied Amy, " and it is very long 
too since we have seen each other. In those days 
you did a great deal for my angel ; and even at the 
last it was you who laid her in her coffin, and I 
thank you for it all, Veronica," 

She probably felt herself how tardy were her 
thanks, for she fixed a scrutinising glance upon 
Veronica, as if guessing her thoughts, and added, 
almost cheerfully, " My thanks come late, do they 
not ? But all have their different ways, and 
Amy's way is not that of most people." 
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" But now, Amy, you have revived again, for 
the sake of tMs dear young lady. Well, that U 
right. No one could grudge you a little hap- 
piness," 

With these words, turning firom Amy, who 
regarded her with complacency, she seated herself 
beside Ehnerice, who again welcomed her cor* 
diaUy. 

"I really longed to see you, my dear child," 
said she, "but I know how matters stand here; 
one must notintrude oneself too much: but I. hope 
you are comfortable ? " 

" Oh, yes, indeed I am !" replied Elmerice, 
with some emotion. " So much love expended 
upon me cannot fail to make me happy." 

Amy, at these words, rose and left the room. 
Veronica then gave Elmerice the letter of th« 
Countess d'Aubaine, and expressed to her the 
anxious wish of the inmates of the castle, to receive 
her into their circle. On hearing these words, 
Elmerice changed colour so repeatedly, that Ve* 
lonica inquired anxiously after her health. 

" It is perfecdy good, thank you," said Elmerice, 
looking down, and drawing her breath with dif- 
ficulty ; " only my dear countess's letter has rather 
agitated me." 

" Ay, ay, my child ; you seem to be very ex- 
citable, for there can be nothing in it ; but was it 
good and kind i But I see this wise lady is quite 
right. Your solitary life makes her uneasy, and 
^e is very anxious that you should join the circle 
of her relations," 
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" Oh ! no, nerer, never ! " cried Elmerice, with 
a rebemence that she was far &om wishing to dis- 
play. " No, dear Veronica," added she, with more 
composure : *' I shall remain here — this is my 
post. If I were to leave it, it must be to return 
instantly to the Countess d'Aubaine. This happy 
aocial life is not for me. I feel the greatest 
repugnance to join in it. No, I entreat you, 
Veronica, to conununicate, or rather to endeavour 
to excuse my irrevocable determination to remain 
here in solitude with Amy Gray, and to decline 
all intercourse which might cause any uneasiness 
to my old friend, and reduce her again to a state 
of mind from which she is hardly yet recovered." 

" That is very generous of you, my child, and 
very unselfish,'* said Veronica. " But I am truly 
sorry that you should take so little thought for 
yourself. Amy's ways are very strange — and are 
they good for one so young and so excitable as 
you are f " 

" Do not be uneasy," said Elmerice. " It is no 
sacrifice ; I am very willing to remain here; indeed 
it is my own inclination : I would even rather 
do 80 than return at present to the Countess 
d'Aubaine." 

" And yet," urged Veronica, " if you only knew 
those lovely ladies, you would perhaps not be so 
positive in declining any intercourse with them. 
I am sure the marquise would suit you ; I really 
love her. The little Marguerite, too, would cheo' 
and amuse you, for she is a sweet little creature, 
the very picture of gaiety and happiness." 
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" Ob, then, she and I could neyer suit each 
other,*' cried Bhnerice, bunting into tears. " I 
must fly from faer, lest I should cloud her gaiety by 
my sadness." 

" My dear child," said Yeionica, " you are 
sb'angely hypochondriacal. I am really uneai^ 
about you, and I am sure you would feel other- 
wise if you would hut take a little interest in my 
young fdenda. You, who have so much sympathy 
for others, could not fiul to be cheered by witnes- 
sing BO happy a union as you might there behold, 
and then by watching the one that is in progress 
for iny Uttle Marguerite. They say she is the 
bride elect of the Marquis L^nce ; and surely it 
is a pleasant thing to see an attachment springing 
up between two really amiable and estimable 
young people, and brought to a happy con- 
clusion." 

" Enough, dear Veronica," said Elmerice, 
gravely, and rather coldly. " I must by your 
leave write a few words of apology to the mar- 
quise while you are here, which I shall then 
request you to deliver to her in my name." 

"Then you will not decide otherwise?" said 
Veronica, grieved and disappointed. " That is 
hardlylike your gentleness and obligingness. What 
is the meaning of this, my dear child ? Be open 
with me. Has Amy's influence already been per- 
niciously exercised upon so good a disposition as 
yours ? *' 

'* Perhaps," said Elmerice, with a touch of pride 
that was not to be mistaken, "you might yourself 
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advise me to act thus were I free to explain to you 
the reaaona that lead to my decision. Amy Gray's 
influence has no share in my disinclination to hold 
any intercourse with this family; and their own 
merits, of which I am myself firmly convinced, 
have no power to alter my determination. My 
regard for you, and gratitude for the interest you 
have shewn me, can alone excuse my having said 
thus much ; hut let it remain a secret between 
us." 

Veronica gazed sadly on tlie heautiiul but 
agitated countenance of her companion. She had 
never before seen her thus ; hut there was so 
much depth of feeling, such firm determinatiott, 
and BO much self-respect expressed in her whole 
demeanour, that Veronica felt she must have some 
conclusive reasons which compelled her to act as 
she did, and generously forbore any further at- 
tempt to shake the resolution of the friendless 
girl, 

" Then God grant you may be right !" said she, 
afiectiouately. " I will not take upon myself to 
judge any further in this matter. Go, my child, 
write your letter to Madame d'Anville ; I will wait 
till you have done." 

When Ehnerice was seated alone at Flora's little 
wiiting-table, the feelings she had so long restrained 
demanded their tribute, and her tears flowed fast. 
She now felt the full magnitude of the effort 
her resolution cost her ; and the bitterest sorrow of 
youth — the agony of a betrayed and rejected 
heart — now no longer restrained by the feminine 
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pride that iuui supported her in tbe pieseDce of 
Vetonica, claimed its dominion over her. We will 
not count the minutes tbattlius eb^wed; they were 
not long, for she was ever true to herself and ever 
animated by the nohle pride that springs from 
•elf-respecL 

" Flora," said she, raising her head, " none of 
those who sought to dazzle and scare thee h; the 
false splendour of worldly honours, were capable 
of conceiving thy high moral dignity ; and thus 
didst thou ever remain the exalted type of thy 
rights BO steadfastly upheld ! May God so help 
me, as thy memory may never give me cause to 
blush for myself as thy descendant !" 

She then wrote as follows : — 

"Madam, — At the request of the Countess 
d'Aubaine, you have honoured me with permission 
to wait upon you. While, to the expression of my 
gratitude, I add that of the highest eateem for 
yourself, I am compelled to decline availing my- 
self of the honour of your profferred kindness, as 
my unhappy circumstances forbid any alteration 
in my present mode of life. I remain, with the 
profoundest respect, madam, 

" Your obedient servant, 

"Elmekice Eton." 

A half smile of proud compassion passed over 
the countenance of Elmerice as she signed her 
name, and taking the_ letter in her hand, she re- 
turned with a' firm step to Veronica, whom she 
found seated beside Amy, and conversing with 
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her more confidentially than, a few weeks ago, tbe 
stem old woman would have believed possible. 
She looked almost confused on perceiving Blme- 
rice ; she was surprised at herself for having in 
some degree fallen into the ordinary ways of other 
people, and felt as if in Elmerice's presence no 
one else had any claim upon her — as if she had 
been encroaching upon her rights. 

" Well, well," said she, " my time, and all the 
love that such an old woman as I am, still bears in 
her heart, belongs to my angel. You are grown a 
gossip, Veronica ; and what with questioning and 
listening, you cannot but extract something." 

Veronica smiled good-humouredly, perfectly 
understanding what was passing in Amy's mind, 
and was the more inclined to end her visit, lest she 
should produce an impression which might render 
it more difficult for her to come again, which she 
anxiously wished to do on account of Elmerice, 
whose state of mind made her uneasy. Her dis- 
appointment at the refusal of her young friend 
was renewed when she saw the eager impatience 
of the Marquise d'Anville, which was changed ■ 
to kind concern on perusing the note. 

" My dear Veronica," said she, " what is to be 
done now ? This is not well ; this note is as cold 
as it is polite : there must be something concealed 
underneath it. My aunt Fran^oise will be 
very uneasy, and I fear we must not yet give up 
our efforts." 

" Let us wait till the old doctor comes," said 
Veronica, thoughtfully. " He is not grown old 
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and grej to no purpose : perhaps he will know 
what is best to be done ; and he has that sort of 
abruptness which often forces its way beneficially 
where people of greater delicacy of refinement are 
baffled." 

The ladies were seated in the saloon, where tbey- 
were in the habit of assembling before dinner ; at 
that moment L^once entered, and, pleased to see 
Veronica, he hastened to take a seat beside her. 

"If you could think of anything else but teas- 
ing Marguerite," said Lucille, " I would take you 
into my confidence — but as it is" 

" Try me," said L^once, good-humouredly ; " I 
am not so completely absorbed by one idea, as 
not to be capable of having another infiised into 
me by you." 

"Well, then," said Lucille, *'I will try :" and 
in few words she acquainted him with the Coun- 
tess d'Aubaine's letter, and with the steps she had 
taken througb Veronica. " But look here," added 
she, banding turn the note, " this is all the result 
that our efforts have produced." 

She had no cause now to reproach L^once with 
want of interest. He listened to het in mute 
astonishment, as it seemed, and it was loi^ before 
he took the note which she handed to him. 
"There!" cried the marquise, " he has actually 
not beard a word of all I have told him, and is 
only now awaking from some reverie." 

" No, no t" cried L&>nce, rising hastily, "you 
do me injustice^the greatest injustice! I am 
deeply concerned by what you tell me. To know 
that a young and beautiful creature, and one so 
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dear to our aunt, is so near us, and yet that we 
cannot shew her all the attentdoa shedeserves, — to 
think of her situation, under the care of one whose 
mind ia probably unsound ; it is unbearable 
— quite unbearable ! Lucille, you could not 
wi^ me to remain indifferent on such a subject. 
Dear Mademoiselle Veronica, pray give us your 
assistance ; the idea of the position of tiiat young 
girl drives me distracted V And truly, like 
one distracted, he crushed the note in his hand, 
and darted to the farthest window to peruse its 
contents. 

" Lucille watched him for a moment with some 
astonishment : as she turned her eyes from him, 
she saw the same surprise depicted on Veronica's 
couutenance, "That is just what men are,** said 
she, smiling ; " they always rush into extremes ; 
hut you see to what lengths devotion to aimt 
Frui^oise can lead us." 

They were then joined by the vicar and the 
remainingguests,.and went to dinner. ButL^nce 
was not now the life of the party, as was his wont. 
He appeared uneasy and impatient for the con- 
clusion of the meal, and as soon as it was over he 
left the society, 

A storm, followed by a refreshing rain, which 
lasted the whole afternoon, prevented a projected 
excursion to the beautiful abbey of Tabor, and 
the enterprising old Frincesse de la Beaume pro- 
posed that the examination of the interior of tfae 
castle, which had been so long deferred, should 
now be carried into effect. 

VOL. III. M 
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When they had reached the banqueting-hell, 
and had conversed some time on the subject of , 
the catastrophe which had there taken place, and 
with which all were pretty^ well acquainted, the 
marquis informed the ladies that he had had the 
locked and bolted door opened which closed the 
apartments of Catherine de Medicis, and that it 
was at their option to enter them. 

For a moment there was a pause, and now that 
the gratification of their curiosity was in their 
power, it became for the first time a matter of 
hesitation ; and Lucille, at whose su^estion this 
had been done, could not, as mistress of the house, 
decide according to bet own wishes, especially as 
the cheeks of the beautiful Countess de Bussy 
were as white as marble. 

At length the gentlemen agreed to divide ; some 
determined to visit the apartments which so ex- 
cited their curiosity, the others to remain in the 
banqueting>hall with the ladies. Lucille begged 
to accompany the gentlemen, and, with her hus- 
band, the Chevalier de Yardes, and the Comte de 
Bussy, approached the ominous door. 

" Well, Lucille," said the Marquis d'Anville, 
for with her hand on the latch, she still hesitated 
to enter, " is your little hand placed there as a 
bolt, to defy us ; or must we remove it as we did 
the iron ones, which were too rusty to offer much 
resistance ?" 

"One moment!" said Lucille, turning to her 
husband with a smile, oltliotigh the colour had 
fled from her cheeks. " I thought I heard voices 
within." 
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" Then, dear, go back, jou are not equal to 
this ; your imagination will have its revenge upon 
you for your curiosity." 

"No," said Lucille, "it shall not prevail!" 
The door opened— 4hey all crossed the spacious 
threshold, and all were arrested by the same feel- 
ing — astonishment, almost amounting to fear. 

"We have already once traversed Queen Cathe- 
rine's private apartments in company with Flora, 
and can therefore remember its peculiar and 
gloomy splendour, and this spot, where the traces 
of her misdeeds were still so evident, was well 
calculated to produce a feeling of avre in any one 
whose mind retained the recollection of its former 
dreaded inhabitant. But how much more power- 
ful an impression must have been produced upon 
all, on beholding, behind the queen's massive 
writing-table, an erect female figure of exquisite 
beauty, who, pale as death, and her eyes riveted 
on the new-comers, resembled a beautiful spirit 
spell-bound in these deserted chambers. This 
resemblance was increased by ber antiquated 
costume; the rich golden-brown locks, which bung 
■ down to her shoulders, free from the disfiguring 
restraints then in fashion ; the white silk bodice, 
with the jewelled brooches; the rich folds of the 
robe, which, however, did not conceal the form of 
the graceful figure, but rather adapted themselves 
to it, and the open hanging sleeve, which, falling 
■ back, displayed the graceful arm and slender white 
band resting on the back of a chair, while the 
other grasped almost convulsively the black marble 
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volutes of the table. Behind her was seated a 
woman, apparently in extreme old age, <^ an 
almost spectral appearance, dressed in heavy grej 
damask ; her white hair, scarcely covered by a 
small cap of singular form : the very spinning- 
wheel fljid thread seemed turned into stone beneath 
her bony hand, while she sat aa rigidly motion- 
less and apparently inanimate as her young com- 
panion. .^flBHK 

It wainatural that there should be a momen- 
tary pause, during which all gazed in silence on 
the scene before them. But with the greater 
facihty of adapting themselves to circumstances 
which is characteristic of women, Lucille was the 
first to advance. Her approach seemed to restore 
the fair phantom to life. Her bosom heaved 
quickly, and her first movement was to bend 
down her beautiful head with its profusion of rich 
curls. 

These evident symptoms of agitatitm made 
Lucille stop a few paces from her, concerned and 
rather embarrassed ; but the old woman rose and 
came forward, with her eyes still watchfully fixed 
on the marquise, and cried, in a harsh, stem tone, 
" Fear them not, my angel t they dare not harm 
you ; they have no claim upon you." 

The younger figure still spoke not, but raised 
her hand from tiie chair with a gesture as if to 
forbid her interference, whereupon the old woman 
drew back in silence. 

" And what should Miss Eton have to fear irom 
her friends?" asked Lucille, in the winning tone 
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of her soft voice ; " for proudly as she has with- 
drawn herself from us, I cannot doubt that fortune 
has favoured mej and that I see before me the 
friend of my aunt, the Countess d'Aubaine. Per- 
mit me to present to you my husband, the Mar- 
quis d'Anville." 

*' Madam," replied Elmerice, in a trembling 
voice, " I trust you will forgive my surprise ; I 
bad no idea that in these deserted chambers I 
could intrude upon you." 

" That would indeed be impossible," said the 
Marquis d'Anville ; " nor could we have desired 
any more fortunato circumstance than this, which 
gratifies our anxious wish of being permitted to 
introduce ourselves to you." 

Elmerice curtseyed in reply, with so much dig- 
nity and grace, as fully to atone for the absence c^ 
words. 

" But now," added Lucille, advancing to El- 
merice, and taking the delicate, cold hand which 
still clasped the marble table, " now we have found 
jou, and you can no longer escape from us, or at 
least not imtil you have seen whether we can 
.deserve the pleasure of your company." 

" Madam," replied Elmerice," who had now 
recovered her presence of mind, " I have already 
taken the liberty of informing you of my un- 
avoidable decision on that point. If I still have 
- courage to repeat it, I must give myself credit for 
a far greater act of self-denial now that I have 
the pleasure of jour personal acquaintance." 

" What ! you will not then mingle with us ? " 
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said the marquis, kindly approaching her; "let me 
entreat you at least to give us a triaL We are all 
young, gay, and I hope I may say well-disposed. 
Why should you not join a circle to which in every 
respect you belong ?" 

" I have undertaken a sacred duty towards a 
beloved old friend," replied Elmerice, " and I 
must not suffer myself to be diverted from it, 
notwithstanding the honour your kindness would 
confer upon me. She paused and started, for at 
that moment Amy laid her bony hand upon her 
shoulder, and said in her abrupt way, " Child, 
child, do not repulse them, but mingle with them, 
and wait for what they will determine. You 
belong to them indeed, and there I must see you 
before my last hour comes." 

Elmerice turned, and whispered an entreaty to 
her, as it appeared, in English, while the marquis 
approached the old woman. 

" Mrs. Gray," said he kindly, " permit me to bid 
you welcome at St. Roche. You have always 
refused to receive a visit from me, although I 
would have gladly inquired in person whether it- 
were not in my power to do anything to add fo 
your comfort." 

" Do not speak of that, sir," said Amy, drily. 
" You have no power to shew me any favour; I 
have nothing further to do with yoiu; fiunily. I 
inhabit the lawful inheritance of my former mis- 
tress, and am perfectly aware to what I have a r%ht 
in order to add to my comfort. Ask yoursctf 
whether Amy Gtray can bid you welcome here." 
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No one except Elmeiice appeared to be hurt 
by this speech ; they were all so fully prepared for 
Amy's singular ways, that even more than this 
would not have surprised them. 

" Try to do so, notwithstanding, Mrs. Gray," 
replied the marquis, without any of the irony 
with which piqued vanity would have endeavoured 
to revenge itaelf under a mask of civility ; '* you 
would thus make me feel more at ease in my new 
possessions than I have yet done," 

Amy looked up gloomily at him ; but the 
glance of her sunken eyes was keen and shrewd. 

" We shall see. I shall hear what you are," 
said she. " Louise, your mother, was not so much 
amiss ; Lesueur often praised her : well, we shall 
see." 

" And you?" asked Lucille, as she and Armand 
both approached Elmerice with great cordiality, 
"Even your old friend, to whom you have so 
generously devoted yourself, speaks in favour of 
- <(ar proposal, and youi pale cheeks shew that you 
ought not to withdraw yourself from the society 
. of those who will endeavour by their cheerfulness 
to recall their colour." 

" Oh, madam," replied Elmerice, almost over- 
powered by the pain of these pressing entreaties, 
" how ill I should suit a circle so innocently 
happy ! Bo not think I am the less sensible of 
your kjndness because I decline it ; but I must 
entreat you as a favour to suffer me to remain in 
my retirement. Perhaps you are right ; and my 
sickly appearance shews but too plainly that I 



»i by Google 



248 ST. BOCHE. 

am far from veil, and consequently in need of 
repose." 

Lucille and Armand looked with great interest 
at this beautiful young creature, who seemed to 
be so highly gifted with the combinatioD of mind, 
cultivation, and external charms. Her refusal pro- 
ceeded from no ungracious obstinate caprice. It 
came from the depths of her heart, and cost her 
no small pain ; of that both were convinced. They 
felt they could not abandon their efforts. 

"We will not be exacting," said Lucille. 
"You shall be free to return to your solitude 
when you please ; but you must not quite reject 
us. You must learn to know us all first ; I must 
have some means of approaching you; for you 
have already quite won my heart, and I could 
never forget you." 

These la^t words almost startled Elmerice, for 
they expressed what she too had begun to feel for 
the marquise. They both looked at each other 
with affectionate surprise ; and Elmerice uncon- 
sciously followed her amiable conductress, who 
drew her gently forward. " In the adjacent 
rooms you will see all our friends, who eamesdy 
desire to make your acquaintance," 

And now, as with these words they approached 
the door, at which Bussy and Vardes had stopped 
in speechless amazement, Elmerice for the first 
time recollected her extraordinary attire. She 
again himg back, and anxiously exclaimed, " But, 
madam, look at me ! I cannot possibly appear 
before your friends in such a costume ; I assumed 
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it," continued, she, embarraased and ashamed, " to 
gratify my old inend, in whose eyes many sacred 
recollections are associated with it ; but this, and 
indeed all that regards my position here, was cal- 
culated only for the most absolute seclusion, I 
^itreat you not to expose me to the blame or 
ridicule of others." 

" No, no, they will all be charmed with so 
beautiful a dress. I will explain the circumstance 
to them all. No one will misjudge the motive of 
your kind acquiescence." 

Vardes had already opened the door, and they 
Hois found themselves almost in front of the rest 
df the party, who were returning from the further 
rooms. Elmerice felt that to retreat was now im- 
possible, and her noble pride prevailed. She 
resolved to he once more completely mistress of 
herself, and in this effort she succeeded. 

But who could describe the astonishment of the 
company, on beholding the Marquise d'AnviUe 
issue from the apartments of Catherine de Me- 
dicis, leading by the hand a being so lovely, whose 
costume of a remote period, joined to the marble 
paleness of her countenance, made it appear as if 
Lucille had discovered an inhabitant of those 
apartments of a former century! No one stirred, 
and Elmerice had time to recognise them all. 
Marguerite was not amongst them ; she was stand- 
ing at some distance apart, leaning against one of 
the curious cabinets which decorated the walls, 
while in front of her, with his back to the rest of 
the company, stood the Marquis Leonce, convera- 
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ing too eagerly to be aware of what was passing 
behind him. 

" We have been so fortunate," said the mar- 
quis, " as to find something more, ^nd certainly 
far better, than we looked for. Miss Eton, the 
friend of the Countess Fr»n9oise, who baa hitherto 
'so rigidly secluded herself from us." 

And now the ladiea were forced to admit thaT 
this beautiful picture was indeed a living beingt 
Iilmerice returned their courtesies with so much 
self-possessfon, joined to so much grace, that the 
favoumble impression of her breeding added to 
the charm of her beauty. 

"You are always fortunate, dear marquise," 
said the old Princesse de la Beaume ; " while we 
have been loitering about here, feeling not a little 
ashamed of ourselves, your courage has gained for 
you this delightful acquaintance." 

" Yes, indeed," said the marquise, " I am very 
proud .of it, and more than that, very much 
delighted. And there will soon be nothing for 
which you will all be so much obliged to me as 
for this proof of my courage." 

Meanwhile Armand had approached .his cousin 
Mai^uerite. " Leave your tlte-&-tHe, my dear," 
said he, " and come hither. We have dj8covere<l« 
Miss Eton, who had established herself in that 
apartment, and by our entreaties we have suc- 
ceeded in bringing her hither." 

A pistol fired at the head Df Leonce could 
scarcely have caused such a start as did his 
brothei;'s words. He turned quicUy round and 
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saw Elmerice standing in the midst of the circle, 
conversing with ease and unconstraint, though 
pale as death. 

" Oh, Leqpce ! " cried Marguerite, grasping- his 
arm, " did you ever see so marvellous an appari- 
tion ? That is, indeed, the picture ia Eudocia's 
tower come to life ! " 

■ "Well, then, you must give our beautiful 
visitor as kind and cordial a welcome as we have 
all done," s^d Armand, leading them both to- 
wards the group. 

" Ah, here comes my cousin Marguerite," cried 
Lucille. " Oh, do Come hither, dear ! see, here is 
OUT wish gratified. Miss Eton, this ia another 
niece of your friend, the daughter of our dear 
aunt Fran^oise^ only brother." 

Elmerice had seen her approach with her two 
companions, and greeted her with marked cor- 
diality, at the same time preventing the introduc- 
tion of Leonce, by saying with much animation, 
" Your cousin has given me an especial recommen- 
dation to your gay humour, so that I must make 
a particular point of entreating your good-will." 

" Oh ! ^iss Eton," said Marguerite, smiling, 
" then you have not been informed that I am 
"lectured all day long by the whole partyj and that 
they look upon me much as they might do upon a 
naughty child, which they must put up with as 
well as they can." 

" They seem to put up very well with you, 
however," replied Elmerice, smiling, " and I hope 
you will permit rae to make»the attempt". 
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" You wish to improve me by kindness, as all 
the rest try to do by severity : you shall find me a 
willing pupil ; for the admiratioa I have long felt 
for you can only be increased by a personal ac- 
quaintance." 

" But, Marguerite, are you determined to bar 
all access to your unfortunate cousin!" said the 
marquis. " His bow has lasted ever since you 
stepped before him. Miss Eton," added he, gaily, 
as Marguerite made way, " I hope you will be 
pleased graciously to ^dmit my brother among 
your admirers." 

Leonce^s head was indeed bent low ; but at these 
words he drew himself up, and resolutely advanc- 
ing to Miss Eton, said, almost proudly, " Miss 
Eton will be disposed to reject the admiration of 
so insignificant a person ; and in her presence eve- 
ry one must feel within what bounds he must cou- 
fiue himself. I am assuredly very sensible of the 
accidental happiness of seeing Miss Eton here," 

Elmerice gravely bowed without speaking ; as 
she raised her eyes from the ground she perceived 
the sling which he had not yet laid aside since the 
fracture of his arm. Her gaze rested upon it, and 
the tumult of her feelings betrayed itself in her 
countenance. Twice she opened her lips, but no 
sound issued from them. At length, in a scarcely 
audible voice, she said, " You have met with an 
accident, marquis — the Countess d'Aub^ne wrote 
me word of it." 

Leonce listened intently to every word. " It 
was an accident of little consequence," he replied; 
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and as she made no answer, he added quickly, " I 
bless the cauBe of it; and, indeed, I have endured 
too much real suffering, to add this trifle to the 
amount." 

It so happened that they bad been left standing 
alone opposite to one another, while the rest of 
the party discussed the project of visiting Cathe- 
rine's apartments, which were now divested of all 
their terrors. Leonce seemed to await a reply to 
his words, but Elmerice still retained the same 
position ; suddenly she drew, herself up, fixed a 
momentary but serious glance upon him, bowed, 
and rejoined the rest of the company. 

When they entered the queen's apartments 
Amy had retired, which was a relief to Elmerice, 
hut a disappointment to all the rest. Leonce ad- 
vanced to the vmting-table at which Elmerice had 
sat, and gazed with emotion on the open volume 
which she had been reading. Though separated 
from each other, their glances met, as is always 
the case when two people are conscious of each 
other's gaze, whatever obstacles may intervene. 

We will pass over the impression which the 
further examination of the apartments produced 
on the party. As they prepared to quit them, a 
new struggle arose with Elmerice, who wished to 
return to her old friend, but was unable to resist 
the affectionate urgency with which she was en- 
treated to remain. 

It was with a feeling of extreme depression that 
she suddenly found herself a member of that circle 
which she believed herself to have such good cause 
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to fly, — that she saw herself transplanted into the 
midst of those gay and cheerful beiDgs, whose 
happiness seemtd so well secured, while she felt 
more keenly than ever that she was without a 
home, without sufficient protection, without even 
a sure position in life. At the suae time, iq 
spite of all the courteous consideration of those 
around her, she felt that she was to them an 
object of curiosity } and that, amidst all their at^ 
tention, they were eager to discover whether Miss 
Eton, who could not be exactly looked upon as 
springing trom the high aristocracy of England, 
could really satisfy the fastidious taste and fulfil 
the requirements of the highest rjisika of society ; 
and the admiration, mingled with astonishment, 
which accompanied the discovery of her capabili- 
ties, had in it something mortifymg to her deli- 
cacy. " Oh, how right was my father I" sighed 
she ; " their courtesies do indeed chill my heart." ■ 

We are bound, however, to make an honourable 
exception to these remarks in favour of Lu- 
cille, Armand, and the little Marguerite'^ theirs 
was the real politeness of the heart, which can 
never fail of its object; and from gratitude to 
them as well as from a feeling of pride towards 
the rest, Elmerice exerted herself to take a suit- 
able part in the conversation. 

Meanwhile her costume excited' the raptures of 
the ladies, and the gentlemen joined, though vrith 
lather more reserve, in its praise, while they all 
accused each other of havjng lost their hearts to 
Miss Eton, and even rallied Armand, the cham- 
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pioQ of constancy, on liaTing testified so warm an 
admiratiaa of her. 

- The ladies soon made out to their own satisfa&> 
tion that this costume was much more suitable 
than the fashion of the day to the countiy and 
to their ancient abode. And Elmerice readily con- 
sented to be submitted in an adjoining apartment 
to the inspection of all the lady's maids, who were 
chai^d instantly to. effect a metaBiorpht>sis of the 
garments of their mistresses into a similar form. 

"Miss Eton, how beautifully dressed we shall 
be for dinner to-morrow," said Marguerite. " When 
our toilettes are completed, we shall all come in 
procession to fetch you." 

" Yes, and each of us ^ould assume a character 
from the period of which we adopt the costume," 
cried Mademoiselle de la Beaume. 

" In that case you m^t yourself be Queen 
Catherine," said Axmand. 

" Very well," replied the old lady, laughing. 
" Catherine's hair must have become grey as well as 
mine. ' Countess de Bussy must be my daughter, 
Margaret of Valois." 

" And I," cried Lucille, " will be Jeanne of 
Navarre, the proud Princess of Beam, whom I so 
much admire, and Leonce shall be my son. As 
for you, Miss Eton, you must be Eudocia of Ne- 
mours, who, in fact, however secretly, was the 
mistress of the castle at that period." 

Mias Eton involuntarily shuddered at the sug- 
gestion. " Do not be alarmed," said the old 
princess, laughing ; " you see I have no husband j 
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aad I promise not to employ poisoD or the dagger 
either in person or by means of any other agent," 

" Oh, madam," said Elmerice, too gravely for 
a subject so jestingly treated, " her death was not 
the worst part of her fate. Have you forgotten 
the traces of tears upon the prie Dieu where she 
knelt? and must I assume such a part?" 

Mademoiselle de la Beaume fixed her eyes on 
Elmerice, with a smile. " We must all bind our- 
selves," said she, " to divert our fair young guest 
from so sad and serious a mood. She must not be 
maid of honour of the pleasure-seekiDg Catherine 
to no purpose." 

Elmerice blushed deeply, and timidly retreated 
behind the chair of her new mistress ; a sidelcmg 
glance shewed her the expressive gaze of Leonce 
fixed upon her. But what was its expression? 
That she could not clearly understand ; but it gave 
her a feeling of bashful uneasiness, which threat- 
ened the composure of her manner. Meanwhile 
the indefat^ble Mademoiselle de la Beaume pro- 
ceeded with the formation of her court. " Mar- 
guerite of Valois, my royal daughter, let me pre- 
sent to you the celebrated Claude de Guise as 
your lady of honour. Do not forget, however, 
that it was the power of her eyes which caused 
yourbusbandalmostentirelytodesert the Huguenot 
party. I am making you a dangerous present}" 
and with these words she led Maiguerite forward, 
adding, " My only comfort is, that your husband 
seems to have eyes for the beauties of my court as 
well; but the little Claude is expert at a court 
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game, and will not be behiDdhand with the ena- 
moured B^arnois." 

Much laughter and many blushes were called 
forth by this speech. Meanwhile the gentlemen 
also chose their parts. Armand was to be Henry 
ofGuise;yardestobeBenserade; Bussy, Admiral 
Coligny ; and Guiche, the bosom friend of Henry 
of Navarre, the handsome and noble young Conde, 

" Ah," said the princess laughing, " that last is 
a choice which I must highly approve. Conde and 
Navarre were engaged in many a little intrigue — 
- that is just the thing. But, now, beware of yoiur 
queen, she had always her eye upon these princes, 
and discovered all their secrets." 

This jesting discourse enlivened the whole party, 
and called forth the imagination and wit of each* 
Yet upon her who had first given occasion to the 
jest it appeared to make an impression of the most 
painful kind. When, at length, the party having 
broken up, she returned to Flora's apartments, 
where, in spite of the brightly lighted rooms, she 
found her old friend sleeping quietly beside the 
spot where Flora had died, she felt as if relieved 
from a heavy burden, and refreshed by the atmos- 
phere of peace and tranquillity which she here 
breathed. " No," said she, softly, as, bending over 
the sleeper, she mournfully clasped her bands to- 
gether, " no, I cannot remain amongst them ; I 
belong to you ; you are the only one on whom I 
can confer happiness. These all have attained 
the object of their wishes — that which makes them 
happy ; I will not envy them : but why should I 
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with a Bmiling countenance expose the wounds of 
my heart to be so deeply probed — expose even the 
dress which adorned the form of my sainted Flora 
to the degradation of a masquerade, because of its 
apparent resemblance to that of the guilty period 
of the Medicis queen ? No, here will I stay, and 
afford you. Amy, that delusive happiness at which 
your poor withered heart so eagerly grasped." 

Strengthened and calmed by this resolution, she 
glided forth to Flora's grave. She knelt down and 
pressed her burning cheek to the cold marble. 
She shed no tears, notwithstanding the deep sad- 
ness which filled her heart; but her thoughU 
wandered back to former days at Leithmorio, 
making her heart throb more painfully by the com- 
parison with what she had just experienced. " Oh, 
Flora," said she, rising, " the fate of joxa grand- 
daughter will be no happier than yours ! Would 
that I had reached my rest, where alone you 
found it ! " 

She returned to the old woman, who, seated on 
a low seat, rested her head on the arm of Flora's 
chair, and gazed on the aged and gloomy coim* 
tenance, which sleep, far from impacting to it any 
cheerfulness, only furrowed more deeply. The 
a&ctionate sympathy with which she watched her 
soon led her to perceive that Amy's breathing wag 
not that of health. She knelt down and touched 
her forehead ; it was moistened with a cold per- 
spiration. Alarmed, she called her by name. 
Amy started and stared upon her favourite, with 
glassy eyes, " Flora," said she, " Reginald calls 
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bis child ; they must not have her ; they have no 
right to her. You nmat bring her back to me ! " 
She rose ; her movements were always impetuous 
and abrupt, aud in spite of her age still shewed 
that proud, uobending will that would accept no 
help from others. 

" Amy," said I^lmerice, gently, " you have spoken 
my thoughts. I will remain with you ; they ahaU 
have no claim upon me. Flora's good angel has 
already granted your wish, and brought me back 
to you ; I will belong to you alone ! " 

"Ay," said the old woman, endeavouring to 
collect her thoughts, " you are my angel !" Then 
suddenly, to the surprise of Elmerice, she grasped 
her arm, her knees gave way, and she sank faint- 
ii^ into Flora's chair. Elmerice bent over her, in 
the greatest terror. Her first thought was that 
sudden death had deprived her of her aged pro- 
tectress ; but she soon perceived that she moved, 
and immediately endeavoured to afford her assist- 
ance. She unfastened her clothes, chafed her 
hands and temples, and bathed her forehead vrith 
cold water. Amy soon recovered her conscious* 
ness, but she was too weak to rise, and held fast 
Clmerice's hand, as if to prevent her calling for 
help. When, after a few minutes, she was able to 
speak, she said, " Let us remain alone, my child ; 
I wish to die in your arms. Let me not again sea 
the face of any one belonging to the world ; and 
do you, too, keep them at a distance from you. 
To-morrow I shall be well again ■'' added she, per* 
ceiving the tears of Slmerice : " do not be alarmed, 



»i by Google 



260 ST. ROCHE. 

my angel ; it is so delightful when we are alone^ 
and then I shall Boon recover my strength." 
, She remained until near morning seated in the 
arm-chair, and watched by Elmerice, who was very 
uneasy about her, as her hard and difficult breathing 
seemed to her the forerunner of a fresh attack of 
illness. Towards mornii^ she made an attempt 
to reach her bed, assisted by Elmerice ; but this 
only brought on a second fainting fit, which seemed 
to take from her the remainder of her strength, as 
from that time forward she lay in a state of un- 
consciousness. 

Elmerice now sent Marietta to Veronica, who 
immediately appeared, and whom she requested te 
entreat the matquis to despatch a messenger on 
horseback to the old doctor, and also to make her 
own excuses to the marquise, as she could not 
leave Amy, who must not be in any way disturbed. 
Veronica, who was always ready to serve any one^ 
hastened to wait upon the family, whom she found 
assembled at breakfast, and in the m(»t cheerful ho* 
mour. The news which she brought was listened 
to with the readiest sympathy, and the marquis 
gave instant orders for a messenger to he despatched 
to the convent, where it was probable the old 
doctor might be found, or at least be heard of. 
: " And is this really all that can be done ?" asked 
the marquise, in a tone of much feeling; " can no 
other assistance or support be afforded to this dear 
girl, who is so nearly connected with na, in her 
present distressing situation?" 
. " Not by you, at least, my dear marquise," re- 
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plied Veronica, " for old Amy is more obstinate on 
that point than any other human being ; but I am 
in hopes that she will be induced to suffer my pre^ 
fence ; and then I can not only myself assist the 
dear young lady, but, should further help be neces- 
sary, can inform you of it." 

This assurance gave Lucille some comfort, for 
she had already begun to feel the liveliest interest 
in Ehnerice, and to found hopes upon their inter- 
course, to which neither she nor her husband could 
close their eyes. 

Her singular resemblance to the portrait' of 
Flora, and the no less singular afiTection for her of 
the aged misanthrope, had led them both to consi- 
der how very little they really knew concerning her, 
ba in their conversations with their aunt they had 
never learnt the particulars of her birth, taking it 
for granted that she belonged to some of the many 
foreign friends of the countess, with whom she 
kept up a irequent correspondence. They, how- 
ever, both readily allowed that such scanty in- 
formation was not given them intentionally, and 
doubtless was only caused on the side of their aunt 
by the supposition that they already knew more of 
the matter, and on their own by the thoughtless- 
ness of youth, which led them to take interest in a 
stranger, only so far as she added to the happiness 
of their aunt. Now that their re-awakened anxiety 
to discover the descendants of the ill-fated Reginald 
coincided so strikingly with the singular discovery 
of Miss Eton, they determined to inquire more 
- minutely concerning her. Armand resolved to 
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consult Leonce upoo tbe subject, and that one ot 
them should return to Ardoise, and learn all par- 
ticulars from the Countess Fnui9oise, so soon as 
their guests should leave them, 

"Besides," added Annandi "it is time that 
Leonce should explain himself, and that his posi- 
tion with regard to Mai^erite should no longer 
be doubtful ; for it is evident that the agitation of 
mind he has been in ever since yesterday has 
been innocently caused by hei, though I am con- 
vinced her gmleless heart is not in fault." 

" Yes ! " cried Lucille ; " and yesterday evening, 
when I went to the window of the ante-chamber 
for a breath of aii, I saw him pacing up and down 
Count Theodore's court like one distracted ; and 
when this morning I laughed at him for it, and 
told him I fancied he wanted to abduct Amy 
Gray, you cannot think what dark and angry 
looks I got from him, and the colour mounted to 
his forehead like a signal of combat. I put my 
hands to my eyes as if I was frightened ; but jest 
a3 I would I was really uneasy, for I feared he 
had something serious on his mind." 

" I fear he is jealous of Guiche," said Armand, 
" in whom it appears to me strange, and rather 
like a want of delicacy, that he should scarcely at- 
tempt to conceal his passion for Marguerite. Yes- 
terday, when we left the old apartments, they re- 
mained behind. Marguerite looking at the statue 
of Spinola in the hall, and Guiche wanted to shew 
her a somewhat similar one in Countess Bossy's 
room. At first Leonce followed them, and, as I 
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thought, looking much displeased, or, at any rate, 
very pale ; suddenly he turned hack, and rushed 
wildly down the stairs without perceiving me, 
though I was just coming out of the banqueting- 
hall, where I had been talking to the steward, and 
from the door of which I had watched him. 
I lingered on the stairs to wait for Marguerite ; 
but, as neither she nor Guiche made tiieir appear- 
ance, I followed them into the room where they 
had vanished, and there I found them both in 
animated conversation, Marguerite quickly with- 
drawing her hand, which Guiche appeared to have 
held between his. At sight of me the little 
thoughtless girl seemed much embamssed ; I 
gave her my arm and led her down stairs, but we 
neither of us spoke, and she appeared much 
abashed. Guiche did not follow us, and it was 
not till some time after that he rejoined the party. 
But ever since Leonce has not been himself; I 
must try and persuade him to speak openly to 
me. He is too well acquainted with the afiairs of 
Count Cruiche not to he able to put a stop to this 
-improvident courtship, for Count Guiche is at 
present in a very unpleasant position with regard 
to the D'Aubaines, and for this reason. Margue- 
rite's brother is in the same regiment with 
Guiche, of which Bussy is the commanding offi- 
cer : they were both with the battalion of ga/rdes 
du corps on service at Versailles: lyAubaine 
imagined himself to have been insulted by Guiche 
in one of the thousand trides which are supposed 
to affect the honour of an officer; in such matters 
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not die sliglieBt weight is allowed even to the 
most intimate frieDdsMp, which, however, ex- 
isted hetween them, and they had just returned 
together from a visit to Mai^eiite's parents at 
Montreal. There was no help for it, hlood must 
£ow, and notwithstanding the efforts of Leonce to 
bring about a reconciliation, D'Aubaine insisted 
on fighting. As Yardes was his second, Leonoe 
was Chiiche's ; and the unhappy result was that 
D'Aubaine was dangerously wounded. You can 
imagine the wrath of your uncle when he heard of 
the danger of his only son, and his fury against 
Chiiche, on whom, with the injustice of grief, he 
laid all the blame. The young man recovered, 
and Leonce exerted himself to reconcile the old 
count to Quiche, and to whom he is much attach- 
ed, and, moreover, considers D'Aubaine to have 
been in the wrong. But he, himself, as the second 
of his son's adversary, had incurred your imcle^s 
anger, though I cannot believe that this will 
influence the old gentleman to oppose our wishes." 

" Neither can I believe," said Lucille, " that 
Guiche can senously intend to pay his court 
to Marguerite, for in that case he must be aware 
of Leonce'a wishes, and no doubt is only anxious 
to obtain Marguerite's forgiveness in regard to 
the affiiir with her brother." 

" As to that, we can wwt and see," said Ar- 
mand ; " but I must seek an explanation from 
L6onc£. I cannot be so patient where he is con- 
cerned."* 

This explanation, however, did not t«ke place; 
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their social duties, and Leonce's evident desire to 
avoid Armand, kept the brothers apart. 

Altogether tiiia seemed to be a slight damp on 
the spirits of the party. The costumes were pre- 
pared and worn, it is true, but the absence of 
Elmerice, and its melancholy cause, had deprived 
the frolic of its spirit ; it seemed aa if her depar- 
ture had deprived them of their pretext for it, and 
on the second day Mademoiselle de la Beaunie 
appeared again in her usual dress, declaring that 
her costume had kept her in a fever the whole 
night, for Catherine de Medicis had come in 
person to give her instructions how to make her 
behaviour conformable to her dress, and so she 
had been obliged to look on while Catherine, by 
de^ees, stirred up a very hell within her. Thus 
it was only the younger ladies who occasionally 
^^eared at tables with stomachers and falling 
locks, which were very becoming to them. The 
gentlemen had not pursued the jest, of which the 
recollection was only now and then revived by the 
mention of the names adopted by the party. 

The following mid-day brought the news that 
the old doctor was arrived, and bad at once pro- 
ceeded to the apartments of Mrs. Gray. D'An- 
ville immediately posted a servant at the entrance 
of the tower, to bring the old gentleman to him 
so soon as he should leave his patient ; and we 
will leave the party in expectation of his arrival, 
while we inquire what steps were being taken 
elsewhere towards the disentanglement of. these 
sii^ular and intricate circumstances. 

VOL, HI, N 
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CHAPTER VII. 

After the departure of her joung friends from 
ArdoiBe, the Countess d'Aubaine had returned to 
her solitary life, with that calm unselfishness, which 
was 30 marked a feature of the refined beauty of her 
character. At the same time she gave her unfiag- 
ging attention and interest to the concerns of ail 
those who were brought into connexion with her, 
and amongst them a prominent place was held by 
those of her young friend, whom she considered 
to have a sacred claim upon her, from the confi- 
dence with which her parents had bequeathed 
their orphan daughter to her care. The warm 
afiection with which this yoijng and attractive 
creature had inspired her, had enabled her clearly 
to perceive the shrinking deUcacy of her mind, 
and gave her (and with reason) great uneasiness, 
when reflecting on the doubtful situation in which 
she was now placed. She still hoped, however, 
that the presence of the Marquise d'Anville would 
secure her favourite sufficient protection, and was 
painfully disappointed on hearing how Elmerice 
had declined all intercourse with her, and how 
fettered she appeared to be by her present po- 
sition. 

She reflected long on the sutgect, and minutely 
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recalled the recollections of her youth, in order 
to draw &om them some explanation concemiDg 
Amy Gray. But only indistinct images arose be- 
fore her, which was less the effect of time than 
of the darkness of her mind at that period, and of 
the consideration which, after her recovery, had 
sealed the lips of all around her on this melan- 
choly topic All that in later days ^e had learnt 
on the subject was imparted to her by Madame 
St. Albans, who, by her visit, and by her mention 
of the neighbourhood of the monastery of Tabor, 
had again awakened her interest, and recalled 
many recollections which she held fast with the 
remembrance of her sorrow, and irom which she 
now derived some idea of the position of her 
£Imerice. 

The gloomy and misanthropic temperament of 
Amy Gray was an additional reason in the eyes of 
the couitess for regarding her young iriend as a 
sacrifice to her filings of compassion; and the 
object of her reflections was to discover the means 
of mit^ating a sympathy which carried her to 
Buch lengths. For this purpose she formed in 
one day more plans than she had ever done in the 
whole course of her life, only to be again reject- 
ed or modified by her delicacy of feeling. Her 
imwillii^ness to display an authority which she 
was too generous and unselfish to enforce, unless 
she were driven to it by actual necessity, brought 
her even to the thought of going herself to St. 
Roche, that her presence might afford some divem 
non to the mind of Elmerice, (who could not possi- 
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bly withdraw herself from her,) without altogether 
depriving her of her interest in her aged friend. * 

This might indeed be called a heroic reso- 
lution, which, notwithstanding the sacrifices of 
which the high.minded Fraii9oise was capable, she 
could not form without extreme pain and an anx- 
ious wish that she might be spared the trial. For ' 
St. Roche had been the turning point of her 
earthly happiness ; St. Roche had brought de- 
struction to the innocent and virtuous existence 
of the only man she had ever loved. To her 
imagination it seemed a gigantic mausoleum, he- 
neaib which all her earthly hopes lay buried ; and 
yet the thought constantly recurred to her mind, 
for she allowed her sense of duty alone to exet> 
cise a complete dominion over her, and already a 
few questions put by her to Lorint, as to the state 
of her travelling equipage, had filled the whole 
household with astonishment, as the countess had 
not left the castle for years. 

The countess was seated in one of the pret^ 
arbours, with which the taste of the period strove 
to make nature imitate art, and looking through 
the green arch which formed the entrance to it, 
down a long straight avenue of lofty plane-trees, 
closed by a picturesque view of the castle, when 
she perceived the white silk stockings, scarlet em- 
broidered coat, and powdered bob-vng of M. 
Lorint : as he came nearer, the glitter of the sil- 
ver salver in his hand assured her that he was the 
bearer of letters, which she hoped might be from 
$t. Roche. She rose and advanced to meet him ; 
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OQ perceiving which, the old and somewliat corpu- 
lent Lorint made all the speed he could to reach 
his respected mistress, and soon stood before her 
panting for breath, and presenting to her the con-^ 
tents of the silver tray. 

" Two letters from my niece ! * exclaimed the 



" Yes, madam, brought by two messengers who 
arrived within a few minutes of each other : there 
is also a courier arrived, who cornea to announce a 
visit to you from a stranger gentleman." 

" Well, and who is it ? "' said the countess, 
carelessly, for she was already absorbed in the 
perUBBl of her niece's first letter, and seemed 
scarcely to hear Lorint's words ; he was, therefore, 
silent, and retired to a little distance. 

The enthusiastic account given by the marquise ' 
of her first acquaintance with Elmerice, and of 
her singular situation, afforded the liveliest grati- 
fication to the affectionate heart of the countess; 
for Lucille, overflowing vrith feelings of interest 
ajid admiration, expressed herself lu terms which 
found but too ready an echo in her own heart. 
But this pleasure was as quickly dispelled and 
converted into anxiety on opening the second 
letter, which informed her of the illness of old 
Mrs. Qxay, and the instant retreat of Elmerice, 

" Good heavens ! " exclaimed she, " this can- 
not be suffered to continue. I must go to her. 
My poor dear child, I can no longer abandon you. 
Perhaps I have done so too long already, and, in 
so doing, violated the sacred confidence which 
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your parents reposed in me. Lorint," said she, 
turning to him, " get ereiything in readiness for 
us to start to-morrow j I am going to St. Boche 
to my niece." 

Lorint bowed lower than usual, to conceal the 
astonishment which brought the' colour to his 
cheeks. " I am coming home directly/* continued 
the countess, seeing that he did not move, " and, 
meanwhile, do you set about the necessary prepa- 
rations." 

" Certainly, madam," replied Lorint ; " hut may 
I take the liberty of reminding you of the courier 
who is waiting for your answ^." 

" A courier I " exclaimed the countess, with as 
much surprise as if she now heard it for the first 
time. " A courier from St. Roche ? " 

"No, madam, a courier who is come to an- 
nounce a visit from a stranger gentleman, who 
will, however, only inform you in person of his 
name, and about whom the young man can give no 
explanation, as he only comes from the nearest 
post-house, where the gentleman arrived a few 
hours since, and sent him to inquire if you are at 
Ardoise, and to announce him in these general 
terms." 

" That is strange," said the countess ; " I take 
it for granted that he must be an acquaintance, 
although I scarcely know who could adopt such a 
singular method of announcing himself. Hus 
visit must not, however, influence my plans. 
Get my travelling equipage in readiness for to- 
morrow, and tell the courier X am on the point of 
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startmg on a journey, but that until to-monow 
any one who wishes to see me will be welcome." 
"I think you may say so without scruple, ma- 
dam," replied Lorint, with the familiarity of au old 
domestic, " for, to judge by his expensive style of 
travelling, the gentleman must be of high rank." 

"We shall soon see that," stud the countess, 
with a good-natured smile j " go and give the 
necessary orders for his reception." 

But the countess lingered long in her green 
solitude, and again and again read over the com- 
munications of her niece, endeavouring thus to 
gain strength for the fulfilment of a resolution, 
from which, notwithstanding her high sense of 
duty, she shrank with a degree of pain and dread 
which she could not master. And much of the 
feeling that it called forth, though hitherto con- 
cealed by the lapse of time and her firm will, 
might be read in her still beautiful though prema- 
turely aged countenance, half concealed by the 
delicate hand on which she rested her bead while 
absorbed in thought. 

Time thus passed rapidly, and she had perhaps 
forgotten the impending journey, and still more 
the promised visit, when she was aroused by the 
voice of M. Lorint, who, standing at the entrance of 
tlie arbour, muttered a few words, with an air of 
profound respect. She raised her head, and per- 
cdved behind him a tall manly figure, accompanied 
by a lady much younger, both perfectly unknown 
to her, who recalled to her recollection her ex- 
pected guesta. 
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She immediately rose, and with the quiet dig- 
nity which was so attractive in her, approached 
the strangera, whom Lorint had done his best to 
introduce to her. No one couM have looked on 
the tall slender figure enveloped in the rich folds 
of the black dress, and approaching with so much 
grace, without feeling conscious of the impeiish- 
able moral beauty, whose existence is revealed to 
us at a glance, and which even assists in preserving 
the beauty of the outward form from all but the 
unavoidable effects of time. 

It seemed as if such were the reflections of the 
stranger while absorbed in contemplation of the 
countess ; for he remained standing at a little dis- 
tance, and suffered her to advance towards bini • 
but the large eyes that gleamed with so much ex- 
pression beneath the dark projecting brow needed 
no words to express their admiration. The de- 
meanour of the stranger was calm and dignified, 
like one whose you^ has given him no cause for 
shame in his old age. His grey hair still fell 
thickly around his high open forehead, and the 
fine Grecian outline of the features enhanced the 
noble expression of the countenance. He was 
above the middle height, and well proportioned. 
His rich though plain costume was not of the 
fashion then prevailing in France, Hb whole ap- 
pearance was such as to inspire confidence and 
respect. The form beside him was that of a fair 
delicate girl, whose eyes were fixed on the Coun- 
tess Fran9oise with almost devotional reverence. 

The countess perceived at one glance all that it 
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has taken us so long to describe ; and in the 
agreeable expectation of hearing a name which 
should correspond with the prepossessing exterior, 
she approached with a benignant smile, conveying 
the interrogation which she did not yet sufier her 
lips to utter. 

" Madam," began the stranger, now advancing 
respectfully to meet her, " I should have recog- 
nised you instantly, notwithstanding the length of 
time which has elapsed since we last met, when 
these locks that now mark me as an old man were 
as black as jet. Then, as now. Lord Duncan 
enjoyed the hospitality of Ardoise, and then too, 
as now, the Countess Fran9oiBe was the object of 
his admiration." 

" Oh ! Lord Duncan," exclaimed the countess, 
"it is indeed God's especial providence which 
brings you hither. You could not doubt the 
pleasure which your presence here would afford 
me at any time, and yet never was it more desir- 
able than at this very moment, which has rendered 
it almost uecessaryj now that I see you, I am for 
the first time fully sensible of the great advantage 
I shall derive from your advice." 

" 1 almost expected as much, madam," replied 
Lord Duncan, "and yet your frank and kind as- 
surance of this gives me the greatest satisfaction, 
for it removes the last doubt which still disturbed 
my mind. There can now be no question that I 
did right in coming to you, since my mission is 
recognised and acknowledged by yourself." 

" First let me bid your sweet daughter wel- 
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come," said tbe countess, whose eyes had been for 
some moments riveted by his fair companion. 

" Mary had an anxious wish to be permitted to 
wait on you," said Lord Duncan, leading the 
blushing girl to the countess, who embraced her 
affectionately. 

" You are the friend of my Klmerice, and she 
has permitted me to look upon her as my child; 
will you not grant me the same privil^e ?" 

" Oh, madam," replied Mary, looking up at her 
with eyes beaming with expression, " would that 
I might learn to deserve such happiness!" 

" But you will not find your Ebnerice here," 
continued the countess. " Lord Duncan, will you 
not call me to account as an \mfaithful steward, 
for suffering the treasure that was confided to me 
to be out of my keeping, and exposed unprotected in 
a situation the most singular and unsatisfactory ? " 

" No, my dear countess," replied Lord Duncan, 
"it is, on the contrary, the present position of 
this dear girl, for whom I feel all a father's affec- 
tion, which has brought me to France ; and while 
I premise that I neither can nor will take any step 
without your advice and assistance, I must pre- 
sume that you have no less need of me. As I 
am already acquainted with your intended jour- 
ney, I think it will probably be best that we 
should pursue it together, after you have heard 
what I have to communicate," 

" To that I shall agree willingly, most wil- 
lingly," replied the countess, thoughtfully, and 
with emotion, for she felt that Lord Duncan must 
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have circumstances of moment to impart to her, 
and must see matter of more importance in the 
present situation of his ward, tiian she, whose 
anxiety had hitherto been directed only to the state 
of mind of heryoung friend Her heart beatat the 
idea. Many years had past tranquilly and sooth- 
ingly over her, and now her recollections of the 
past were all re-awabened. And how forcibly were 
her feeUngs aroused at sight of Lord Duncan, 
whom she had known as the friend of Re^naU, 
and her acquaintance with whom had embraced 
the happiest period of her brief season of youth. 

Lord Duncan comprehended the cause of her 
emotion, and endeavoured to divert her thoughts 
into some other channel. The countess perceived 
at once his kind intention, and tiiey returned to 
the castle, where they found all in order, and 
where the benevolent hostess led her guests to the 
comfortable apartments which were to afibrd them 
repose after their journey. 

They did not meet again til! dinner-time, when 
Iiord Duncan turned the conversation upon his 
own family, claiming for them all the interest of 
the countess, to whom they were unknown. But 
it was with alarm that she heard of the betrothal 
of his youngest son Adolphus, and of the pleasure 
which Mary anticipated in siuprising Elmerice 
with this news ; for she was still under the im- 
pression that her favourite had formed an unfor- 
tunate attachment for this young man, and had 
long since accustomed herself to attribute her 
melancholy to this cause. 



»i by Google 



276 ST. roche: 

Lord Duncan had requested the countess to 
grant him an interview in which they should be 
secure from interruptitm ; and as Lady Mary 
wished to hecome acquainted with all the scenes 
of which Elmerice'a journal contained so lively a 
description, the countess had the quiet horse which 
Miss Eton occasionally rode, saddled for her, and 
a careful groom and the old forester of Ardoise 
were charged to conduct her to every spot which 
she might wish to visit. 

When they had seen the young and smiling 
girl ride off vrith her escort, the Countess Fran- 
foise conducted her guest to the secluded boudoir 
with which we are already acquainted ; and when 
they had taken their seats on the threshold of the 
balcony, which afforded a limited view of the most 
shady aod retired portion of the garden, there 
was a pause, in which both Bought to controul 
their feelings. The countess felt that she could 
not be in the society of Lord Duncan, without an 
interchange of their mutual recollections causing 
the wounds of her heart to bleed a&esh, and Lord 
Duncan was scarcely less affected by similar re- 
flections. From his communications we shall 
learn what right he had to feel thus. 

"Lei us he open with one another, ray dear 
countess," said he, at length. " We both feel that 
what I have to say to you must recall very painful 
though beloved recollections. But if, notwith- 
standing, I have determined to put your fortitude 
to such a trial, I do so in tlie firm confidence that 
you will feel with me, that the performance of a 
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duty is a matter of too much impoitaDce to hesitate 
iu making to it the sacrifice I require of jou, by 
entreatiDg you to hear me." 

' The countess silently extended to him her hand, 
which he respectfully kissed, while her pale lips 
qcuTered with an emotion which forbade her utter- 
ance : but Lord Duncan, convinced of her consent, 
thus calmly began his narration : — 

"When Reginald was banished from bis own 
country, he sought refuge in that of his mother. 
Broken in heart and in health, he reached England, 
and when he arrived at the houae of his uncle, 
Mr. Lester, in Yorksbirei he vraa already suffering 
from illness. You have often heard of the father 
of your early friend, Margaret Lester. He w«s 
in fact one of the most distinguished members of 
his profession. He held a large living, by which 
his high-bom family, who had rejected the father, 
sought to raise the son to honour. But his own 
dignified character gave him far more than they 
could bestow; he was sought and revered on 
account of his profound learning. A member of 
the most distinguished learned societies, hia con- 
nexions were widely extended. His wife, a Miss 
£ton, whose father had been a bishop of the 
Anglican church, was a no less remarkable cha- 
racter, and in every respect worthy of her husband. 
She was the last of her family, and on her father's 
death married Mr. Lester, by whom she had 
several children, none of whom survived except 
the youngest daughter, Margaret, your Iriend. 

" Once only did I speak to Mr. Lester on the 
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subject of hia unhappy siater. Flora. Until 
Reginald's arrival he had remained in uncertainty 
as to her real fate. He, like all of us, could not 
believe het to be otherwise than lawfully married, 
and up to the birth of hec son received none but 
favourable news of her, and therefore learned th« 
tidings of her death, imparted to him by Count 
Lionel himself, with deep ecorow for the ear^ 
close of a life of so much happiness. 
. " Whether her son, of whom no mention was 
made in the communication of her death, had 
shared the fate of his mother, or were yet alive* 
Mr, Lester could never learn, as firom that lime 
forward all his letters remained unanswered. Ho 
therefore considered the connexion as dissolved, 
and, in the course of time, it gradually faded from 
his thoughts. Amy Oxay'a refusal to return to 
England, and the casual mention by his daughter, 
on her return from Ardoise, of hei singular mods 
of life, did not surprise Mr. Lester, who knew het 
nature from her youtH up to have been stem and 
Belf-willed, especially as her husband, John Gray, 
had met an early death out hunting, and she had 
therefore no tie to recall her. I shall never forget 
the one occasion on which, after Reginald's dis> 
closures, I spoke to the afflicted brother of this 
angelic victim. He had even then given up every 
thought of reparation, and struggled against h^ 
grief with Christian fortitude and resignation ; but 
the effort of speaking on the subject was too much 
for him, and I never again urged it upon him. 
"Amy's latal disclosures had revealed to.Be- 
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ginald the esisteace of his tmele and his abode, 
which he endeavoured to reach, hut his strength 
failed him, and his servant brought him to the 
house of his relations, dangerously ill, and in a 
state of uncoBsciousness. The family had no idea 
whom they were receiving, although Margaret 
htstantly recognised the youth she had known at 
Ardoiae under the name of Chevalier de St. 
Roche. Notwithstandii^ this, he became the 
object of the tenderest care and attention, beneath 
which the violence of the disease at length gavB 
way, and he was restored to life, which, however, 
he received with resignation only, for all the joyous 
feelings of youth were for ever extinguished in 
his heart. 
. " When be had discovered himself to his uncle, 
and by the eventful history of his cruel lot had 
made the latter acquainted with the fate of his 
uster, the hearts of both were filled with a deep 
and merited contempt for the house of Cr^cy 
Chahanne, whose rightful beir had been, by means 
of such cruel and untiring persecutions, banished 
from his country, and deprived of every civil right. 
In pursuance of these feelings, and urged by the 
anxious desire to remain for ever concealed from 
his unworthy family, Reginald consented to revive 
the extinguished surname of his aunt, and from 
that time forward he bore the name of Kton ! " 

Here Lord Duncan paused, for he perceived how 
deeply his companion was affected, and they both 
remidned silent. Her eyes were fixed on the 
ground, and large tears coursed each other down 
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her cheeks. Loid Duncan rose and would lure 
withdrawn, but her strong and noble mind had 
alieadj triumphed. She held out bet hand to 
him : " Do not go, my dear kind friend," said she, 
while her tears flowed faster. " Ohl it is rather 
for joy than for sorrow that I weep ! His fate was 
then less wretched than I was forced to fear ; he 
was l^en blessed witb the love, the devation of 
the noblest of mankind. And ob, he never fotgot 
me ; for, do not hesitate to speak it, bis legac; to 
me was Elmerice." 

Lord Duncan, himself much moved, would not 
interrupt the soothing expression of her feelings. 
He looked with silent admiration on the dignified 
but feminine beau^ of a character which bad sought 
and found that peace which can deprive every mis- 
fortune of its sting. 

" Lord Duncan," added she, after a brief pause, 
" how much light has this interview thrown upon 
my own feelings 1 How rarely are we candid to 
ourselves ! What you have now told me is the 
fulfilment of the boding feelings of long past 
days : ever since Margaret Lester wrote me the 
timid confession of her love and of her marriage. 
Since then I have seen Ebnerice, and learnt much 
from her in her communications respectii^ her 
father, that made me feel as if a veil were being 
withdrawn from an unforgotten image, and by 
which these forebodings have been more strongly . 
awakened. Ob ! Lord Duncan, let me confess to 
you, even the beautiful countenance of my El- 
merice recalled to my recollection those fa&lings 
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tiiat were so dear to me ; and yet— yet I timidly 
closed my eyes against the truth! But I love 
that dear girl as fondly, as devotedly as I could 
have done, had I been aware of it from the first ; 
and all . the arrangements I have made for her 
future life after my death are such as would 
become the widow of Reginald — which I have 
always held fast as my noblest title. Oh ! Lord 
Duncan, how th^kful I am to be able to say, that, 
before youi arrival, I had resolved on going to St. 
Roche — that I have not neglected all my duties 
from a morbid desire to spare my weak feelings." 
. " Reginald knew you so well, my dear countess," 
replied Lord Duncan, " that he anticipated your 
feelings in every respect, aa the event has proved 
them. He forbade me to accompany Elmerice to 
Ardoise ; and even her mother, had she survived 
him, was only to follow her daughter to France, 
elmerice was to prepare your mind by her com- 
munications concerning bim, and we were only to 
add onr assistance to give you the assiurance which 
would yet be wanting." 

" Pray go on," said Fran^oise d'Aubaine, while 
resting her hgad upon her hand, and turning away 
her face, she strove to conceal her emotions ; and 
Lord Duncan, seeking as &r aa possible to spare 
her feelings, thus continued his narrative. 

" So soon as Mr. Lester had in some degree re- 
covered bis composure, he turned his whole at- 
tention to his unfortimate nephew, and exerted 
himself to afibrd him comfort and support. You 
can well imagine with how much love and admira- 
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tion he so<xi learned to appreciate the noble gnali- 
ties of his heart and the h%h cultivation of his 
mind; how proud he soon became of him, and 
bow he bestowed on him his cordial friendiUp 
and esteem. But the joint wish of Mr. Lester 
and R^finald, to enable the latter to enter upon a 
sphere of usefulness, and to supply him with a 
motive for exertion, was repeatedly frustrated by 
his ruined health. His residence in the Bastille, 
at a period of the most intense mental suffering, 
when scarcely yet recovered from a dangerous ill- 
ness, and deprived of the necessary care and assist- 
ance, had brought on an obstinate malady, which, 
for many successive years, at the return of the 
same season, laid him again upon a sick-bed. The 
doctors at length pronounced the air of England 
to be injurious to bim; yet he could not then 
think of leaving it, for just at this period his 
uncle was deprived, after a short illness, of hu 
admirable wife. 

"On her death-bed she acquainted Reginald with 
her daughter's attachment to him, and told him 
how earnestly she wished that he would consent 
to marry her, for Margaret did not a^ire to make 
any claim upon his love, which he could not be-- 
stow upon a second object. Margaret would 
take her place at his side like a sister, would 
watch over his feeble health, and strive to lighten 
the burden of life to him by her care and agection. 
At the same time she refused to receive any pro- 
mise from Reginald, (who bad been much startled 
by her communication,) and shortly after expired. 
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" It was from that time forward that Reginald 
first learned to know Margaret thoroughly, for at 
tlie time of their first acquaintaDce in Ardoise, he 
had had little notice to spare for her attractions ; 
but now he drew near to her with the object of 
leading her, if possible, by the bestowal of hia 
confidence, to abandon feelings which he grieved 
to have awakened in her bosom. But thisinti- 
niacy led to a very different result. He now dis- 
covered what Margaret had hitherto modestly 
concealed from him, that she still continued to be 
the friend, and even confidante, of the Countess 
Fran9oise; that her affection for her almost ri- 
valled his own, and that she would henceforward 
form the tie which would still connect him with 
the only happiness of his life. From that moment 
they became inseparable ; and when he perceived 
that his conduct had increased, rather than dimi- 
nished, the affection of the admirable girl, he 
made her the offer of his hand, though repeating 
to her at the same time what she already knew, 
that he had no heart to bestow. 

" I was at that time aware of his residence in 
Ei^land, for Mr. Lester had communicated to me 
all the particulars of his fate. About the same 
dme Count Lionel made repeated efforts to trace 
him, as, after the death of the old marechale in 
her convent, his anxiety to recover his son had no 
doubt re-awakened. He called upon me to assist 
him, and I own that I endeavoured to use my in- 
fluence over Reginald, to make him perceive the 
advantages held out to him. But on this point I 
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found his resolution immovable. The recollection 
of hifi injured mother barred the way against any 
reconciliation with his father. He thought of 
him, indeed, without aversioD, but felt that it 
would be impossible for him to assume towajds 
him the dutiful feelings of a son, 

" Moreover, he was married ; he had, therefore, 
nothing more to hope ; and he regarded that rank 
and station which had been the cause of such fear- 
ful crimes with a contempt and aversion bordering 
on bitterness. 

"Immediately after his marriage, which was 
quite private, he followed me to Scotland with his 
wife, agreeably to the wishes of Mr. Lester, as 
hitherto the change of mr recommended for him 
had been deferred ; and amidst the Mils and fertile 
valleys and sparkling streams of Leithmorin our 
beloved iriend acquired fresh health and vigour. 
His sense of duty, however, soon led him back to 
Mr. Lester, for he divined the secret wishes of his 
affectionate wife, who could not, vrithout anxiety, 
leave her father alone, now that he was growing 
old ; and he returned witb restored strength, which 
for some years relieved his family from their fears 
concerning him. He was meditating the purchase 
of an estate in England, which should secure h\m 
a field of useful exertion, when the sudden death 
of hia father-in-law, and the renewed researches of 
Count Lionel, determined him to give up this 
plan, and his friendship for me decided him to 
remove to Scotland." 

" Here he passed the remainder of his life in 



»i by Google 



the most intimate intercourse with my family, and 
divided his time between the improvement of his 
little property and the education of his only 
daughter, our Elmerice. 

" But when time had in some degree healed hia 
wounded spirit, he began to feel a deep longing to 
heboid again his own beautiful country, his beloved 
France ; and it required all his firm resolution to 
consider himself dead to the world, to restrain him 
from revisiting it. But when he perceived the 
failure of his strength, and but too surely foresaw 
his approaching end, a thought awoke in his heart 
which cheered hia latter years — that of sending 
his wife and daughter after his death as a legacy to 
you, and maJdng Elmerice a daughter of that 
cotmtry, which he still loved to call his own, and 
in which were centred the dearest recollections of 
his life, those connected with you ! 

" What feeling of her noble and adored husband 
existed which Margaret did not share ? where 
could her sympathy be wanting when he sought to 
arouse it ? From that moment the education of 
Elmerice took that preparatory turn, which fitted 
her, while yet in Scotland, to be hereafter a 
denizen of France. 

"But at this period Reginald was equally 
anxious to make every arrangement to secure 
Ehuerice'a remaining for ever concealed from her 
family, and in uncerttdnty as to the real history of 
her father, which we were all bound by the most 
solenm promises to conceal from her. A letter 
was written to you, dear countess, to entreat the 
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same compliance from you ; for he felt a specues 
of indignant jealousy at the bare idea of his beau- 
tiful child, on whom he gaKed with so much pride 
and delight, falling into the hands of a family who 
might contemplate her claims with cold disdmn, 
and refuse a full acknowledgment of her rights. 

This obstinate determination was, however, in 
some degree modified by a circumstance which 
afterwards occurred, and which I will relate to 
you at another time. These arrangements he then 
agreed should no longer be binding, if they should 
become injurious to the happiness of his beloved 
child. I obtained permiaaion, after the kpse of a 
year, to follow her to France, to ascertain for my- 
self what might be her situation, and then, accord- 
ing to the circumstances, to shew myself yield* 
ing, or to preserve the secret of her birth, if the 
position of afiairs should not appear to favour her 
claims. 

"Thus my journey hither had loi^ been planned, 
and even promised, but it was hastened by the 
tidings which Mary received from Elmerice. In 
order to keep myself more effectually in commu- 
nication with her, I had suggested to the two 
girls the idea of keeping a sort of journal for each 
other. Her affection for me made it easy for me 
to obtain her permission to be a sharer in it. I 
myself often wrote observatirms in my daughter^ 
journal, which Elmerice answered. Thus I was 
informed of all that happened to her, and was 
enabled to keep a sort of watch over her, by 
which I could judge whether it were necessary for 
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me to undertake my journey before the appointed 
time should have expired. And thia appeared to 
me to be the case, when, by one of those singular 
interpositions of Providence, which v?e errone- 
ously attribute to chance, she was conducted to 
the very focus of her destiny. Amy Gray, who 
still lived on like a Nemesis brooding over Ven- 
geance, instantly discovered the traces of consan- 
guinity with Flora Lester, bestowed on her her love 
and confidence, imparted to her her forebodings, 
and revealed to her the fate of her grandmother 
and of her father. From that period the letters 
of Elmerice have exhibited a degree of melan- 
choly, which has given rise to the wish to retire 
from the world; for she will on no account assume 
the privileges of birth to which the proclamation 
of her rights would entitle her, because her loss 
of them has been owing to so many and heinous 
crimes. And, above all, she fears to offend against 
the memory of herfather, by seeking to regain pos- 
sessions of which be had been unjustly deprived." 

" Oh, my Elmerice," here exclaimed the coun- 
tess, " you are indeed worthy to be his daughter." 

" The presence of the Marquis d'Anville, whom 
^e knows to be your relation, has served but to 
strengthen her in this determination, for how 
could she seek to possess an inheritance which has 
&Uen into such hands ? On the other hand, she 
looks upon it as a sacred duty to remain with 
Amy Gray, who seems to live but in contempla- 
tion of the likeness of Elmerice to Flora, and, 
after so many long years of disconsolate seclusion, 
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finds peace in the idea that she has regtored St. 
Roche to the lawful heiress, by whom her eyes 
will be finally closed. Elmerice adapts herself to 
all her fancies, and even consents to wear Flora's 
attire, in order to gratify the poor old woman by 
strengthening the illusion as much as possible. 

" I think, however, my deax countess, that ttus 
should not - continue much longer. We must 
now repose unlimited confidence in the dear girl^ 
■who so well deserves it. She shares in Amy's 
conviction; for although there is nothing in her 
past life to afibrd her any certainty, there is on 
the other hand nothing to oppose such a belief, 
and that Flora Lester was her grandmother was 
confirmed by her own conjectures, of which Amy 
afibrded so natural an explanation." 

" Thia, then, confirms more strongly than ever 
my conviction that I also ought to proceed to St 
Roche," said the countess j " for I shall be best 
able to break down all the minor barriers which 
have hitherto opposed the progress of this busi- 
ness, owing to exaggerated feelings of delicacy on 
either side. I have naturally heard but litde of 
the sentiments of the Marquis d'Anville upon this 
subject, as my but too kind and considerate rela- 
tions pass over in silence everything which might 
seem to allude to this painful period of my life. 
I have, however, learned that he was making dili- 
gent eSbrts to discover either Reginald himself or 
his relations; and that they were not successful, is 
evidently proved by what they have themsdves 
conunuaicated to me." 
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"Yes," said Lord Duncan, "here is his last 
letter ; it is dated from St. Roche, and leaves no 
doubt as to the disinterestedness of his intentions. 
I have answered him as such a letter deserves to 
be answered, deferring, howeverj all further ex- 
planation until my speedy arrival at St, Roche. 
But we must reflect maturely upon what we are to 
do with Elmerice ; will it be for her happiness to 
reinstate her in her rights ?" 

" We must leave that in the hands of God, 
Lord Duncan," replied the countess, solemnly. 
*' We have a great Injustice to make good — it is 
not for us to inquire further, since our duty lies 
so clearly before us. The question of future 
consequences is not so entirely dependent upon 
external circumstances as it appears. Let us re- 
lieve Elmerice from the pressure and raortificatioo 
of her doubtful position, and then await the result 
in the full confidence that her own noble mind 
will enable her to assume a conduct and demeanour 
suited to the dignity of her station. 

"The Marquis d'Anville," resumed Lord Dun- 
can, after a pause, " has a brother" — 

" You need fear nothing from him," interrupted 
the countess, quickly ; " Leonce is indeed not 
rich ; and I know that D'Anville had resolved to 
make up for this in the division of Count Lionel's 
inheritance. But it so happens, fortunately, that 
Leonce is as good as engaged to my brother's 
daughter, and she will bring him wealth suffi- 
cient, as the Count d'Aubaine has only two 
children." 

VOL. III. O 
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Ivord Duncan rose with much vehemence and 
excitement of manner, and stepped out upon the 
balcony ; but the counteu was too much absorb- 
ed hj the feelings which this conversatioa had 
awakened to notice it. With many expressions of 
gratitude aad kindness, she parted irom Lord 
Duncan, who wished to leave her to repose until 
supper-time, and meanwhile himself to visit the 
many memorable spots around Ardoise. We must, 
however, allow that he left the presence of the 
countess with hopes much less sanguine for the 
happiness of Elmerice, whom he loved with all a 
father's fondness, and frequently repeating to him- 
self, " Oh, Reginald, Reginald, your concessions 
come too late ! " 



by Google 



CHAPTER VIII. 

Meanwhile time was passiog sadly with Elnie- 
rice, beside the sick-bed of her old triend. She 
could not conceal from herself that her illness was 
a s^ious one, and might perhaps be fatal ; and 
the idea of losing Amy, at a moment when she 
looked upon her as her only support, was almost 
unendurable. She therefore awaited with intense 
anxiety the coming of the old doctor ; and when 
he at length arrived, hastened to meet him in such 
excessive grief, that he looked at her with astonish- 
ment, and while taking her hands, as if merely in 
friendship, could not refrain from quickly feeling 
her pulse with his fore-finger, to satisfy himself as 
to her state of health. AltboGgh after this he was 
obl^d to attribute her agitation to sympathy 
and interest only, the state in which he found the 
old woman convinced him that there existed the 
etrot^st ground for alarm on her account. He 
had scarcely the wish to attempt any species of 
medical treatment, for it seemed as if her vital 
powers, now completely exhausted, were about 
quietly to sink into the sleep of death : in order, 
however, to preserve her ab long as possible to 
poor !Elmerice, of whom she continually spoke as 
her hist earthly happiness, he ordered her some 
draughts, to check the recurrence of the fever. 
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Elmerice bad not succeeded in Bedtidiiig herself 
completely from the other iahabitants of the castle. 
It seemed as if the door, which Amy bad so long 
guarded with such jealous sternness, had now lost 
botb lock and bolt ; and Elmerice felt that she had 
no means of defence, as attendance upon the old 
woman could scarcely be urged as an excuse, since 
the state of dreamy quiet in which she lay ex- 
hibited no symptom which called for any active 
assistance. Tbeir observations to this e&ct en- 
couraged the ladies to pay repeated visits to the 
amiable Miss Eton, whidi for some time past 
the Marquis d'Anville had appeared particularly 
anxious that his wife should do ; and he presented 
himself every morning in person at Elmerice's 
door, to learn from Mariette bow her mistress had 
slept. 

He had long and frequent interviews with the 
old doctor, and despatched messengers to Paris, 
who returned to him with papers, which he ex- 
amined in private with the old gentleman ; and yet 
no one could leam from him anything positive, 
and all that he imparted to his young wife was the 
letter, couched in terms of sincere regard, in which 
Lord Duncan announced his speedy arrival. 

They had just risen from table on one of the 
days immediately following, and were traversing 
Queen Catherine's hall of audience on tbeir way 
to enjoy the fresh air of the garden, when the op- 
posite folding-doors were suddenly flung open, and 
without any previous announcement admitted a 
party of strangers, amongst whom the most con- 
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spicuous was the tall slender figure of a lady 
dressed in black, and her face concealed by a veil. 
She advanced quickly in front of the others, hold- 
ing out her hands. The matquis and Lucille 
hastened as quickly forward to meet her : at the 
same moment she flung back her veil, and Lucille, 
with a cry of delight, threw herself into her arms. 
All recognised aunt Fran9oise d'Aubaine, and 
Marguerite, the marquis, and Leonce crowdecE 
around her with all (he eagerness of affection. 

The heart of the countess was formed to appre- 
ciate all the touching evidences of affection mani- 
fested at such a moment, and to reply to them in 
the kindest manner. "But," added she, disen- 
gaging herself with a cheerful smile, " in the plea- 
sure of seeing you again, I have too long monopo- 
lised your attention. I do not come alone, I bring 
with me an old friend. Lord Duncan, and his 
daughter, Lady Mary." 

The marquis now fulfilled the duties of hospi- 
tality by welcoming his guests with all the amiable 
courtesy which so well became him, and in which 
lie was supported by the graceful kindness of Lu- 
cille, while the Countess d'Aubaine was greeted 
by the rest of the company, who were almost as 
much delighted as her own relations to enjoy the 
very rare privilege of her society. Mademoiselle 
de la Beaume had been an acquuntance of hers in 
her youth ; the parents of the Countess de Bussy 
were her friends— she had often seen Count Bussy 
as a boy ; and the handsome Count Guiche, to the 
astonishmeat of all, proved to be her god-son ] 
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In short, there was around her a general joy, as 
frank as it was sincere. 

" And yet I can hardly understand my happi- 
ness, my dearest aunt," cried Lucille, " To see 
you on a journey ! to see you anywhere but at Ar- 
doise ! It seems to me like a dream, &om which 
I am fearful of awaking ! " 

" But this time it is not a dream, my dear Lu- 
cille ! " replied the countess ; " I have really and 
truly roused myself ftom my lethargic repose to 
come to you ; I confess, however, that, besides 
yourselves, I am also come to seek my fugitive, my 
dear Elmerice, and count upon your aasistance to 
win her back to us for ever." 

" May you succeed, my dear aunt, in gaining 
that which we have not been able to obtain with- 
out subjectii^ her touching sense of duty to a de- 
gree of compulsion. But she will not resist you ; 
and then nothing will be wanting to our hap- 
piness." 

" Then let me go to her immediately," said the 
countess. " But I will not be announced. I will 
take her by surprise." 

Whatever aunt Franc^oise determined appeared 
to all to be the wisest decision. Her warmth of 
heart was assisted by so much penetration, that it 
seemed to secure a blessing upon all that she un- 
dertook. Kvery one was persuaded beforehand 
that nothing could fail with her, and it was only 
out of respect for her repose that her interference 
was so seldom requested ; for she never refused it, 
though all might detect the struggle between her 
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disinclination and het benevolence, for she did not 
share the opinion of others, but believed herself 
little capable of fulfilling the expectations which 
were directed towards her. 

Elmerice was seated by the bedside of the sleep- 
ing Amy: her heart was so oppressed with melan- 
choly, that the indulgence of it seemed to her an 
occupation, and led her to deceive herself as to the 
listless inactivity to which this state of mind re- 
duced her, and to encourage her sadness by per- 
petual brooding over her sorrow. 

She sighed to think that she had, in all proba- 
bility, so much of life yet before her ; for when 
once the feeble being beside her should have 
passed away, it could be of no further value to 
any one. She shuddered at the thought of being 
so soon compelled to quit this quiet retreat, where 
she had found so much to respond to the feelings 
of her heart, vrithout even the apparent right 
of asking so much as the narrow space required 
for her grave. She bad fallen into the common 
error of youth, which, being disappointed in the 
wishes of its heart, looks upon Its misery as com- 
plete, longs to take leave of hfe, and considers 
itself privileged to look upon all the pleasures of 
earth as colourless, flavourless, and worthless. 
Any one possessed of experience, who had look- 
ed upon the pale fair face of Elmerice, as she 
wearily rested it against the back of her chair, 
must have perceived that she was in great danger 
of falling a sacrifice to the morbid sadness of her 
feelings t and we may, therefore, easily imagine 
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the Benaations of the CounteSB d'Aubaine, a> 
gliding uDperceived into the room> she stood con- 
cealed watching the looks of her lavourite. 

She had had experience of that which she now 
perceived in the features of £hnerice. How hope- 
leas waa her fate, in one respect, had been con- 
firmed hy Lord Duncan's statement concerning 
his son Adolphus j and her heart -was filled with 
the tender compassion of a mother, who looks OD 
all aides for help, and whose experience teaches 
her to take advantage of every means to assist the 
healing influence of time. " No ! no ! " said she 
to herself, " a higher destiny is reserved for you ; 
you will not be thus early blighted. You must 
leain to look upon yourself as worthy of a new 
life ; this is a just pride, which you are entitled to 
cheiish." Having gained courage from these re- 
flections, she came forward, and Elmeiice felt a 
light, soft hand laid upon her shoulder, and, look- 
ing up, gazed with deep emotion on the noble 
features of her friend, beaming with an aflection 
that promised to satisfy all the requirements of a 
wounded heart. 

"Oh! countess," exclaimed Elmeric^ falling 
at her feet, " you find here a poor, disconsolate, 
thankless being, who, by her forgetfulness of your 
afiection, proves that she never deserved it." 

" I do not believe that, my sweet child," said 
the countess, clasping her to her bosom ; " the 
feeling only lay dormant beneath the many and 
strange impressions which have here crowded 
upon you. Being left completely to yourself, and 



»i by Google 



ST. EOCHE. 297 

unassisted by the warnings of affection, you have 
contrived for yourself a martyrdom from a self- 
imposed duty. Such a proceeding must always 
interfere with our nature ; it makes us take par- 
tial views of life, and checks those feelings of 
afiection which we ought to encourage. 

With the readiness of an unspoiled heart to 
yield to the influence of truer and nobler convic- 
tions, Elmerice perceived with shame the selfish- 
ness which had secretly taken possession of her, 
while acting in a manner apparently justified by 
circumstances. 

" My dear, kind friend and protectress," said 
she, with more energy and feeling than a few 
minutes before she would have thought possible, 
" I have indeed been to blame. How hard It is 
when one is very young to remain in the right 
path. But now I shall again enjoy the benefit 
of your counsel ; and the very fact that I have 
gone astray will appear to you only an additional 
reason for not abandoning me." 

" Yes, Elmerice, you understand the nature of 
true affection, and you do me no more than justice 
even in the case which you assume, and of which 
I do not yet perceive the existence in this in- 
stance. But do not let us exaggerate our feelings, 
nothing is so easy as to run into extremes, and 
yet moderation is the secret of all that is good 
and beautiful. Now tell me about your old 
friend, and believe that I entertain a very high 
sense of your duties towards her. All I would 
preach is moderation," added she, smiUng and 
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kisBing the forehead of Elmerice, who looked up 
at her with grateful admiration. 

They both approached the hed of the invalid, 
who lay in a sort of dose, during which her 
appearance coatiiiually varied, which the old doc- 
tor^looked upon as a sure sign of her approaching 
dissolution. 

"I think, my dear child," said the CounteBS 
d'Aubaine, after narrowly examining the old 
woman's features, " that exhausted nature will 
soon sink to rest ; and I look upon it as a signal 
providence, that God should have guided you 
hither, to fulfil the sacred obligations of gratitude 
towards this woman, to whom your whole family 
are under obligations which can never be can- 
celled." 

At these words Elmerice changed colour ; they 
seemed to imply an acquaintance with her history, 
on the part of the countess, not previously hinted at. 
" These obligations exist at least in my own con- 
viction," replied she, in a low voice ; " and that 
you should agree with me, my dear countess, 
makes me very happy. But this, my greatest con- 
solation, is often clouded by perceiving that 
Amy's powers of perception are gradually de- 
creasing, and that she no longer beholds in roe the 
beloved image whose place I fill." 

" Let this conviction, then, be the guide to lead 
you to the position which awaits you elsewhere. 
My Elmerice, my daughter, you have duties also 
towards me. I must force them upon your recol- 
lection, for your afiection has afforded me too 
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much happiness for me to bear to be deprived 
of it." 

Ehnerice threw herself into her arms ; she com- 
prehended the generous wish of her admirable 
friend in affording her a means of usefulness, a 
duty to perform ; and, at the same time, how 
sincere, how feeling, was her manner. It gave 
convincing proof that the want she expressed was 
real. 

Whether these words had aroused the sleeper's 
senses, or whether she had awoke of herself, Amy 
opened her eyes, and fixed them with her peculiar 
searching glance upon her two companions. 

" That must be your Countess d'Aubaine," said 
she, in her harsh voice; " it is well that she is 
come. I will teil the rest to her ; she has grieved 
for my darling as well as I : I have often thought 
of her too; she must know well what sorrow 
means." 

" Yes, my good Amy, and, although apart, we 
must often have been united in feeling," said the 
countess, seating herself beside the bed, " and in 
our affection for Elmerice also, I came here ex- 
pressly to give you the comfort of knowing how 
dearly I love her." 

" Then obtain justice for her ; for who can 
know better than you, that she is Reginald's 
daughter ? " 

Fran9oised^Auhaine could never hear that name 
without emotion ; it now sounded strangely in her 
ears, as uttered by the old and faithful nurse of 
him she had so dearly loved. She extended her 
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hand towards her, and said with much eamestnen, 
" Live but a few days h>ngei, and you shall see 
the desire of your heart fulfilled." But scarcely 
had the words heen uttered, ere she felt, that, 
carried away hy her feelings, and the strange 
situation in which she found herself, she had 
promised more than she was sure of being able to 
perform. Thus she, too, felt the influence of 
Amy's imperious character, and could thus the 
more readily sympathise with EJmerice, as she 
saw her kneel by her side, strongly agitated by all 
she had beard. 

" No, no. Amy," faltered she ; " the rights 
of which you dream no longer exist for Flora's 
unhappy grandchild. Oh ! my beloved benefac- 
tress, do not join in Amy's self-interested plans. 
Never, never will I place myself in opposition to 
your nephew. 1 ask nothing from the world hut 
tranquil retirement. If you will assure this to me 
in your society, I have all that I can yet desire." 

" But has the vrorld nothing to require of you, 
my child ? " said the countess. " And do you 
think that you owe it nothing ? Do you think 
we may deny its claims upon us f Not so. We 
are placed here by the will of heaven ; which re- 
quires from each of ua tfae fulfilment of the task, 
for which it has afforded us strength sufficient. 
It is in vain that we seek to hide ourselves, we 
shall be sought out and found ; it is best, there- 
fore, that we submit with cheerful obedience to 
its will, and encounter the task appointed us 
with courage, and with that firm resolve which, if 
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it does not secure our §uccesa, leads to the juBt 
developemeot of our powers." 

*' Obey her," aaid Amy, iointly, and sank 
back to sleep. 

" Do so, my beloved child," said the countess, 
lifling; "Mariette shall watch the slumbers of your 
tdd friend, and a serrant shall be in waiting at 
the door to giye you immediate notice, should het 
consciousness return when she awakes. Do you, 
meanwhile, come with me to my relations, who 
are impatiently awaiting you." 

The countess noticed how Elmerice started at 
this proposal, but she was determined not to 
suffer herself to be refused, and the maternal 
decision of her manner exercised a strong in- 
fluence over Blmerice, from which she had the less 
desire to escape, that with it ended the helpless 
feeling of isolation which had oppressed her. 

The Countess d'Aubaine now returned to the 
drawingroom, where the rest of the party were 
awaiting her in all the impatienGe of suspense. 
Aa she appeared, leading her favourite by the 
hand, an exclamatioa of pleasure burst from the 
lips of all. Elmerice still wore the beautiful and 
fanciful costume of Flora, to which she was now 
so accustomed as no longer to give it a thought; 
and thus the appearance of both had something 
in it so peculiar, that for a moment every one 
paused to gaze at them, as if at a vision that would 
soon pass away. 

" See 1 see t " said the countess, advancing with 
a smile, " and I hope you will all give due praise 
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to your old aunt, who has succeeded in brining 
back tbe fugitive." 

" £bnerice," exclaimed a soft voice, and at 
the same moment she was clasped in tbe arms of 
Mar; Duncan. 

Tbe delight of seeing ber dear friend again thus 
unexpectedly produced an indescribable impres- 
sion upon Elmerice, and, by diverting her at- 
tention from her own situation, restored her to 
her original nature. Her angelic countenance 
beamed with cheerfulness and affection, her grace- 
ful and elastic movements recovered all their ease, 
and nothing was wanting but the pencil of Le- 
sueur, to immortalise the group, as the lofty and 
venerable figure of Lord Duncan stepped between 
the two girls, and clasped them in bis arms with 
the afifection of a father. 

How rich had Elmerice become in so short a 
time ! As still clasped iu Lord Duncan's arms 
she raised her eyes to the countenance of tbe 
Countess Fran^oise, she felt as if placed beyond 
the reach of doubts and fears, and a degree of 
courage awoke in her sorrowful heart, which in- 
fused into it a glow of happiness. And, indeed, 
everything was well calculated to foster and en- 
courage the new life called to existence in her 
bosom. She received the advances of all ; every 
one strove to attract her attention, to prove his 
goodwill towards her, and this so much tbe more 
frankly and readily, as the object of all these 
attentions noticed, returned, or accepted tbein 
vrith a bewitching smile of joy and gratitude. 
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She exercised an influence over the whole 
society, of which she was herself imconscious. 
Mademoiselle de la Beaume expressed it thus: 
"If my own eyes did not always follow Miss 
Eton, I should still always know where she is, for 
the moment she changes her place, every head is 
turned as if in obedience to a word of command ; 
and I do not blame any one for it, nor am I even 
jealous at seeing my own youth and beauty over- 
looked in consequence ! " 

There was one of the party, however, who, if 
we cannot exactly call him indifferent towards 
Miss Eton, nevertheless shared in the general 
cheerfulness only by constraint ; and that one was 
Leonce. The expression of his features shewed 
how painful he felt his situation to be ; and his 
remarkable paleness might have betrayed him to 
Miss Eton herself, had she not studiously avert- 
ed her eyes from the party to which he usually 
attached himself; for he was surrounded by the 
rest of the young men, from whose eager gaze she 
shrunk abashed. 

From that moment Miss Eton continued a 
member of the cheerful circle, except during the 
hours which she passed by the bedside of the 
poor old woman. The doctor foretold that her 
death would be tranquil and free &om suffering, 
and took advantage of the state of dreamy uncon- 
sciousness in which she usually lay, in order, by 
degrees, to diminish Elmerice's attendance upon 
her, as he considered that her presence exercised 
over Amy a sort of exciting influence, which 
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might bring on a crisis, and cause her death to be 
more rapid as well as more violent. 

The next morning, after breakfast, the Marquis 
d'Anville led Lord Duncan, the old doctor, and 
the venerable vicar into the room, whither the 
Countess Frau^oise and Leonce soon after fol- 
lowed them. 

" Now help me, all of you," cried the amiable 
marquia, as soon as they had seated themselves 
around hioi, in a tone which shewed that the words 
came from his heart ; "help me to execute justice, 
and give me the comfort of knowing that you 
believe in my anxious wish, to make good the 
bitter wrongs inflicted by my predecessors. Come 
hither, my I^once ; dispel from your brow the 
doud which has been wrapped around it by some 
matter of private interest, which will, I hope, soon 
be settled to your satisfaction ; do not let the 
gloom of your countenance create a doubt as to 
the noble disinterestedness of your sentiments, 
which none can know better than I." 

" Oh ! " cried the Marquis Leonce, advancing 
hastily to Lord Duncan, while a deep flush man- 
tled in his cheeks. " Oh ! if that were the cause, 
is it possible that you can have had any doubt of 
my consent ? Can that be the reason, my dear 
lord, why you have treated with such coldness one 
whom you used to love as a son ? What have 1 
done to deserve this ?" 

" What a supposition I " exclaimed Lord Dun- 
can, surprised and embarrassed. " I was not 
aware that I had failed in anything. But if I 
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have offended you in any way, marquis, I beg 
your pardon.". 

" There is nothing in that speech of the pater- 
nal kindness which I have been accustomed to ex- 
perience from you. You repulse me with the 
cold lai^uage of formality, yet surely I have 
claims upon your sympathy. You, Lord Duncan, 
should not turn from me in my distress." 

" My sympathy has been turned in another 
direction by the precautions you have taken," 
replied Lord Duncan ; " and I presume now there 
is only occasion for me to sympathise in your new- 
found happiness : I shall, no doubt, be able to do so 
in time. But you must not quarrel with old age, 
if its feelings do not change as quickly as those of 
youth. I now perceive I asked too much, when I 
b^^ged you to wait for a twelvemonth, until my 
arrival here." 

" And how have I merited your lordship's sus- 
picion of violating a promise which must under all 
circumstances be sacred in my eyes ? " said Leonce, 
now in hu turn drawing rather proudly back. 
" You know, that, besides this, it was a promise 
upon which depended the last hope of my deeply 
wounded heart — the fulfilment of which I awaited 
with a degree of anxiety that made this twelve- 
month appear to me an eternity." 

At these words, expressive of such deep and 
painful feeling. Lord Duncan fixed his eyes 
searchingly on the young man, and the cold ex- 
pression of his features changed to one of sym- 
pathy at least, if not yet of affection. " Leonce," 
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exclaimed he suddenly, " I was perliapB wiong in 
condemning you unbeaid; you see that you have 
not appealed in vain to my former paternal affec- 
tion; I will hear you, and judge you aa a father. 
But do not forget that I shall judge severely, if 
now or formerly you have thouglitlessly excited 
hopes which are incompatible with the happiness 
of those concerned in them." 

"I begin to understand you," said L^once, 
" and should ask you to grant ihe an immediate 
bearing, if I did not know that my brother baa 
summoned us all hither in order to come to a 
general and important resolution, and if I were 
not still bound by a solemn promise, which 
does not permit me to explain myself as far aa 
would be necessary to remove your present 
suspicions." 

They turned from each other with a hasty 
greeting: at the last words Lord Duncan's coun- 
tenance had a^ain darkened, while that of Leonce 
assumed a more cheerful and open expression ; and 
the hearers suppressed their astonishment at a 
conversation which indicated terms of former inti^ 
macy now apparently interrupted, in order to give 
them both time to collect themselves. 

"I have to beg your pardon, countess, and 
yours abo, gentlemen," began Lord Duncan immer 
diately, " if I have appeared before you just now 
in the light of a rough ill-tempered islander, for I 
know that in your polished France you are always 
ready to call your insular friends to strict acooimt 
for any such natural outbreaks. And now let me 
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come at once to the point. I think, my friends, 
we have none of us any doubt that she who is 
called Bhnerice Eton is the daughter of Regi- 
nald, the rightful Count de Crecy-Chabanne ; 
and here am I, the friend of her father that same 
unhappy Reginald, in whose arms he expired, to 
support the truth of this assertion with every 
proof which your generoua zeal can desire," 

" Thank God ! " cried the marquis, " we have 
now obtained the only thing that was yet wanting, 
the declaration of her identity from the lips of one 
whose veracity is unimpeachable." 

"You have more than that," cheerfully con- 
tinued the old lord, " you have well-attested legal 
evidence of the fact. As we (that is, the bishop 
of the diocese, Mr- Lester, the uncle of the count, 
and myself) were unable to persuade him to re- 
assume his name and rank, on his marriage, 
we took means without his knowledge, to secure 
the possibility of a legal proof to his successors 
by documents attesting the identity of his person. 
It was not until a short time before his death, 
when a question which had arisen concerning her 
rank and station seemed to endanger the happi- 
ness of his daughter, that I disclosed to him the 
step which we had taken. He then yielded to my 
entreaties, declared himself to be the Count de 
Crecy-Chabanne before the necessaiy authorities, 
and had the required documents drawn up." 

The two brothers, thus deprived of their inhe- 
ritance, received this important paper with eyes 
beaming with joy, and looked with ] 
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the clear and beautiful hand-writing of Ranald's 
signature, to which the ancient amu of Crecy- 
Chabanne were affixed. 

"How happy am I, my lord," at length ex- 
claimed the Marquis d'Anville, " to be able on my 
side to present to you another document of uo less 
impoitance. These are its contents : Oui gracious 
monarch, Louis XV., has granted to the prayer 
of my brother, who was formerly his page, this 
deed drawn up in his own royal name, which de- 
Clares the Count Reginald, involved in that un- 
happy lawsuit, as wholly inuocent of the guilt of 
intentional murder; and, by acknowledging the 
legality of the marriage of his parents, awards to 
him and to his descendant the undisputed right 
of inheritance to all the possessionH of the house 
of Crecy-Chabanne. Here, my lord, you may 
yourself read the explicit recognition contained in 
this truly regal grant." 

But this was not Lord Duncan's Srst act ; be 
hastened up to Iieonce and clasped him affection- 
ately in hia arms. " Generous young man 1 " cried 
he, while the tears stood in hie eyes; " may I be 
able to view your conduct in all other respects 
with equal admiration! that would be my greatest 
happiness. Reginald!" exclaimed he, clasping 
his hands reverently on his breast, while be raised 
his tearful eyes to heaven ; " my noble Reginald I 
my sainted friend ! your name is now as spotless 
in the eyes of the world, as your soul in the eyes 
of God, Oh ! what a blessii^ is this to my proud 
old heart, which may God forgive 1" 
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" Ay, and why did not the old marechale live 
to see this day ?" cried the doctor, starting from his 
chair ; " how pleased I should have been could 
she have seen Elora'a grandchild wearing the coro- 
net of the Crecys i" 

This outbreak called forth a slight laugh from 
all present, notwithstanding the excitement of 
their feelings, which was precisely the intention of 
the good old doctor, according to whose ideas the 
scene was becoming too affecting. 

" Now," said the Countess d'Aubaine, " let us 
not lose a moment in restoring Elmerice to her 
rights." 

" Very good, madam," replied the old doctor, 
" I will go and fetch her." 

*' Would it not be better," said Franjoise, " that 
we should all go to the Countess de Cr^cy, and 
greet her as our beloved relation." 

All readily agreed in this suggestion, and they 
took their way to Amy's apartments. 

A good night's rest, which had a favourable 
effect upon Amy's powers, had that morning 
afforded her one of those lucid intervals which 
often surprise those who watch the latter days of 
persons suffering from a malady such as hers. She 
expressed a wish for fresh air and flowers, and 
bade Mariette arrange her thick white hair under 
a clean white cap, and thus decked both herself 
and her bed with unusual care ; and when at length 
Etmerice came to her, she was surprised at the 
almost festive appearance of the sick-room. 

She took her usual place beside the bed, and the 
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old woman said cheerfully, "I shall now soon 
be with Flora, and shall be able to tell her that 
it was her grandchild who closed my eyes, and 
made my latter days almost happy ; and for this 
good deed she will shed an especial hlessing upon 
you, and thenceforward you will be honoured and 
happy, and all will be fulfilled according to the 
command of God, who casta the wicked with 
their malicious plottings into the bottomless pit. 
When I am gone you will be my heiress. In 
Flora's closet you will see a painted cedar-wood 
chest ; it is filled with the gold of the Crfecys, for 
there I hoarded for Reginald the ample tribute 
which they paid me. Now it belongs to you. 
You are my heiress ; the childless EUen, with her 
narrow heart, has enough of this world's wealth ; 
this shall not be misused." 

" Amy," replied Elmerice, " I will be your 
heiress ; but give me unlimited power to deal with 
my inheritance according to my judgment, should 
it even be in lavour of Ellen. But she shall 
receive that at my hand which I shall think best ; 
not the goM itself, for perhaps that might not he 
of service to her." 

"Yes, that is just like you. I suspected as 
much," sighed Amy. " But who can have a will 
when their eyes are about to close for ever ? And 
ghe would not have acted much otherwise; she' 
was always a little self-willed with me, and would 
reprove me as if I had been a child ; and I saw 
your countenance assume the same expression that 
hers did at such times— the glance of the eye 
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that could not be interpreted, the mouth so 
fiimly Bet. But enough of this, and do not think 
that I mean to reproach you. First take the gold, 
that I may feel you have inherited it from me, and 
then do what you will. Let my grave be made 
beeide Flora's, and let no human hand profane our 
■anctuary. If you go hence with the countess, 
who, I think, has a feeling heart, then let dust and 
decay and the worm do their work ; only keep off 
the hand of man ; even after my death let it not 
come near me." 

" Whatever influence I may still have here, 
ahall be exerted for the fulfilment of your wishes, 
Amy." 

" And it will be great," exclaimed the old 
woman, rising like a sibyl, and extending her 
arms. " They will come and reinstate you ; and 
the right of Flora's grandchild, of Reginald's 
daughter, will be above them all." 

At the same time her eye rested calmly, as if 
meeting only what it expected, upon the Countess 
Franfoiae, who haviag softly advanced before her 
companions, now met Amy's gaze. The geotlemen 
followed her almost at the same moment, and as 
Elmerice raised her eyes, which had been bent on 
the ground in sadness, it seemed to her as if they 
had appeared in obedience to Amy's invocation. 

" Come nearer," cried Amy, vrith her wonted 
energy. " She whom you seek is here. Come 
and receive the rightAil Coimtess de Cr^y-Cha- 
banne, at the hands of Amy Gray," 

Elmerice rose vrith dignity, and looking stead- 
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futly at those who thus unexpectedly appeared 
before her, said, "In these apartments, and to this 
Tenerable woman, I have acknowledged the claim 
which it was her highest happiness to cherish for 
me. I know, moreover, that nature justifies these 
claims in me, yet, while 1 openly acknowledge m j 
conviction of them in the presence of you all, I 
trust that the expression of my determination to 
renounce them will leave no doubt as to my sea- 
timentfi," 

*' Permit me to hope," said the Marquis d'An- 
ville, advancing towards her, "that when you have 
heard us you will change this resolution, based on 
ignorance of your real position. We are indeed 
come hither to greet you as a near and dear kins- 
woman, the lawful heiress of the house of Cr^cy- 
Chabanne." 

Elmerice changed colour ; but she replied with 
unabated firmness : " If you wiU grant me the 
former title. It will afford me, in my orphaned 
state, the sweetest consolation; and let me add, 
that I will accept it as an atonement to the 
memory of the deceased ; but with this I must 
declare all to be completed which it is fitting for 
you to bestow or for me to accept." 

"My child, " here exclaimed Lord Duncan," will 
you listen to me, as the friend of your father V 

" Yes, my lord," replied Blmeiice, "for you are 
my second father. But you will spare the. daugh- 
ter of jour Mend the pain of explaining the 
reasons which separated him for ever from this 
blood-stained inheritance." 



»i by Google 



ar. BOCHE. 313 

Such was hei excitement, notwithstanding hei 
gentleness and modesty, that all could judge with 
sympathy of the deep and painful nature of the 
feelings thus called forth by a sense of noble 
pride. The Comitess Franf^ise gazed with delight 
on Reginald's daughter, who shewed herself so 
worthy of Mm. , She would not have come to her 
assistance even with a look, for she rejoiced to see 
such noble and lofty strength of mind displayed 
in one so young. 

Meanwhile Lord Duncan had drawn nearer to 
her. " Elmerice," said he, ," your father left me 
fiill power to decide your future name and rank. 
He himself, shortly before his death, acknow- 
ledged himself to be the legitimate son of Flora, 
and the Count de Cr6cy-Chabanne." 

" My father ?" exclaimed the high-minded girl, 
with a trembling voice. "Be it so, my lord; 
but" 

" And we, my brother L^once and I," inter- 
rupted the marquis, "are here to lay your vast 
inheritance at your feet, whole and unimpaired." 

"Ob, no! oh, no!" cried Elmerice, pasaion- 
ately, " you cannot take from the name which you 
would bestow upon me the terrible, although 
unmerited stain which has been publicly branded 
upon it. Oh ! how would it be possible for a 
daughter to awaken such recollections concerning 
a father ?" 

" This plea, too, is destroyed," resumed Lord 
Duncan, with much emotion ; " your cousin L^- 
once obtained these letters-patent from Louis XV., 

VOL. III. P 
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b^ which yonr father's memory i> freed from every 
imputation of guilt, and bis parents' marriage de- 
clared legal." 

This was too much. With Bparkling eyes £1- 
merice received the precious document ; she fitw 
to the bedside of Amy, who had remained a 
tranquil witness of all that passed. " Amy, Amy ! 
did you hear that ? Flora's marriage is ackiww- 
ledged as legal. R^inald's — my father's inno- 
cence is declared 1 " 

Id intense excitement she clasped the rigid form 
of Amy in her arms : then she rose, her cheeks 
glowing, her deep blue eyes beaming with un- 
wonted fire through a mist of tears; she raised 
her hand towards those present, andin a clear and 
ringing voice exclaimed, " Now, indeed, I am 
Countess de Cr^cy-Chabanne ] but the sons of 
Louise must share my inbeiitance with me." 

The Countess Fran^oise hastened forward, and 
clasped her tenderly in her arms. "Kbnerice, 
my beloved child 1 worthy offipring of yout 
Either Ranald ! I will congratuUte you only on 
your own noble heart ! " 

. " Grandchild of Flora, daughter of Regiof^, 
come and receive my blessing," said Amy Oxay, 
with her accustomed solemn earnestness. Fran^ise 
d'Aubaine herself led Elmerice back to the bed,' 
where she humbly knelt down before the old 
woman. " Now, O Lord," said she, after bestow- 
ing on her her solemn benedicticm, "my work is 
done — my eyes have seen thy righteousness j n«w 
let Thy servant depart in peace, and let her enter 
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into Thy glory. Amen!" Then, after a pauae, she 
added, " Mow shew me the youth who pleaded the 
cause of Reginald before his sovereign ; let md 
give him also my blessing before I die," 

Elmerice rose slowly, het eyes still bent on the 
ground. She turned towards the sympathising 
group behind her, and, without speaking, timidly 
extended her hand, as if to meet the grasp of 
another. L^once sprang forward, clasped the 
delicate trembliog band, and still held it fust as 
he kneeled before Amy. Thus EJmerice was again 
obliged to kneel, and they together received the 
blessing of the old woman. " Now leave me, my 
diiid, and pursue the path that is opened before 
you," said Amy, wearily, and fell forward fainting. 
Lgonce and Elmerice received her in their arms : 
the old doctor approached, looked at her for a 
moment, and then said, " She is not yet dying ; 
but she needs rest. You must come away, Iny 
dear young lady," added he, turning to Elmerice. 
L^once atiU held her hand, and helped her to rise^ 
" Elmerioe," said he, "grant me but one look of 
kindness." 

She did not withdraw ber hand, but her eyelids 
were heavy as lead. She conquered herself at 
length, and it was a glance of angelic sweetness 
that met his, as quickly breaking from him, she 
tiurew herself into Lord Duncan's arms, and in a 
torrent of tears exclaimed, " My father, have you 
tliaiiked him ? have you thanked my cousin 
LSonce i " 

"And does Reginald's daughter depute this 
office lo another ? " 
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"No, no," said Elmerice, again turning to 
L^once, and extending her hands towards him, 
"my consin, my brother from this day forward, 
you have given me more than life !" 

" During all this past ead time," replied he, " I 
have lived upon the hope of effecting this ; and if 
you have nothing for me beyond thin sl^ht re- 
membrance of my zeal, it will still be more to me 
than the whole world besides can offer. But while 
endeavouring to efface this stain on the honour o* 
our family, I was not yet aware how nearly you 
were coiicemed : at that time Armand and I bad 
merely decided to atone for the past, as far as lay 
in our power; 

Oh, Leonce," said Lord Duncan, as he looked 
at him affectionately, but sadly, " how happy 
should I be to r^ard you vrith the same affection 
as formerly!" 

" If you ever considered me worthy of your 
affection, I have at this moment the same claim 
upon it as ever," exclaimed Leonce, while hia 
melancholy eyes turned a glance of fire upon 
Elmerice and Lord Duncan ; " I shall abide the 
proof." 

" We shall see," smd the old Irad, who was 
much moved ; " but our dear countess is waiting 
for us ; we must present Elmerice to the rest of 
her relations." 

" Then I beg leave to offer my arm to my dear 
cousin," said Armand, with a joyful smile ; and as 
he led her away he continued, " How happy, how 
relieved do I now feel ! We are all your guests 
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Qow ; aod you must retain me only as your sene- 
scha]. Oh I Elmerice, it is a noble blessing that 
is shed upon you ; open your heart to it, receive 
it gladly, that you may shed gladness around you. 
Do not despise the exalted station to which God 
has called you. It is highly to be esteemed if en- 
joyed with fi sound understanding and a generous 
heart, and you have both ; therefore I rejoice to 
see all pass into your hands; therefore the sons 
of Louise refuse to share your inheritance." 

The answer which Elmerice was about to make 
was checked by Leonce, who hastened after them 
in much excitement, exclaiming, " The two counts 
d'Aubaine are arrived. Oh, Armand! oh, Elme- 
rice ! — now, now !" These words were uttered with 
an expression of such impassioned feeling, that 
Elmerice drew hack timidly, while Aimand said, 
" Thank heaven that they are come at last to decide 
Leonce's fate, or his passion for Marguerite would 
drive him quite mad." 

" I have to beg you a thousand pardons," said 
the elder Count. d'Aubalue, coming forward to 
meet the marquis, " for thus claiming your hos- 
pitality without giving you any warning." 

"My dear uncle," said the marquis, " I am 
myself only a guest here since this morning. 
Here stands the rightful owner of St Roche ; but 
I have no hesitation in saying that you will be 
equally- welcome to her." 

The Count d'Aubaine looked with astonishment 
at B^erice, from whose face every tinge of colour 
had vanished ; but nothing could impair her beauty, 
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which, together with her rieh and gia^ular c68- 
tume, excited all the admiration of the count. 

The marquis hastened to put an end to this 
exciting scene, by at once leading Elmerice to his 
young wife, who, guessing what had passed, 
received her with the warmest affection ; and 
seeing the whole company crowd around in anxious 
expectation, he exclaimed, " My hrother and I 
have a claim to all your congratulations ; it was 
reserved for us to expiate the guilt of our hoose, 
with i^ich you are well acquainted. By the 
intervention of Lord Duncan, the rightful heiress 
of our uncle, Count Lionel, has been identified 
and restored to us. Miss Eton is our cousin, the 
daughter of Reginald Count de Cr^cy-Chabanne, 
the legitimacy of whose birth, hj the marriage of 
Count Lionel to Miss Flora Lester, has been for- 
mally acknowledged by our gracious sovereign. 
And now," added he, gaily, " I call upon ybu all 
to join with me in doing homage to the young 
heiress, and to remember that you are novlur 
guests, and that I can only at the utmost act as 
her steward." ' ' 

Elmerice conquered the feelings of her heatt 
to iulfil the claims which were now laid upon her. 
She disengaged herself from Lucille's arms, and 
gracefully curtseying to all the company, said, 
" Rights newly acquired are never respected ; I 
therefore make over mine once more to my cousin 
Armand. Perhaps, under his instructions, I may 
learn bow to deserve the honoiu' of having such 
guests." 
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' £Tery one was pleaaed with her aasweT, tmd 
congratulated the beautiful girl, whose singular 
fate bad esoited universal interest; and dividing 
into coteries, the rest of the monUDg was spent 
by a}l in asking and answering questions, until it 
was time to dress for dinner, when all the ladies 
proBiised to appear in the costume of the mistress 
of the castle. 

A portion of the company had already assem- 
bled round their youi^ hostess before dinner, 
when all were surprised at the air of serious im- 
pcatance with which Count d'Aubaine entered, 
leading by the hand Mai^erite, witli a heightened 
colour, and her eyes still swimming in tears. He 
led her to the Countess Fran9oise, and as she 
threw herself into the arms of her aunt, he said, 
" You will be surprised, my dear sister, at that 
httle rogue's confession ; she wishes to marry, and 
like a weak old father I have given my consent." 

" "WeH, my dear brother," replied the countess, 
smiling, " I shall not blame you for it, having my- 
self, nourished some secret wishes on that subject." 
With these words she extended her hand affection- 
ately to L^oBce, who was standing close to the 
old count; but he drew back, and instantly led 
forward the handsome Count de Guiche, who 
knelt as if for permisaon to clasp the outstretched 
hand. 

" What ! " cried Franf oise in surprise, ' ' Count 
de Guiche?" 

" Count de Guiche V exclaimed many aloud, and 
many in the stilhiess of their hearts. 
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" Am I then so unwelcome to you ? Do you 
grudge me my happiness ? " said tbe young man, 
looking up with diffidence at the countess. 

" Oh ! no, no, indeed ! " replied the countess, 
kindly, though with some embarrassment, '' I only 
do not understand this." 

" But," said Count d' Auhaine, smiling, " who 
else should be the bridegroom ? " 

" Perhaps it is I, my dear Count," cried Leonce ; 
" for so long as Marguerite coquetted with her 
poor admirer, she could find no better resource 
than her cousin Leonce." Coimt d'Aubaine 
laughed : it was easy to perceive that he was 
pleased and happy. By this time the Countess 
Franyoise, too, had recovered from her surprise j 
and as the countenance of her dear Leonce shewed 
no trace of disappointment, she congratulated the 
Count de Gruiche with the most winning kindness. 
But who could describe the amazement of Ar- 
mand and Lucille 1 Leonce appeared to expect 
it, and hastened towards them. 

" I have often seen with regret the error into 
which you had fallen," cried he. " Forgive me, 
my dear brother and sister ; for being the confidant 
of all parties, I was awom to silence. Respect for 
Marguerite's father imposed it upon us; since, 
after the duel, he had positively forbidden the re- 
newal of Count de Guiche's suit. But I knew all - 
the parties too well not to hope for an eventual 
reconciliation ; thus I became the negotiator be- 
tween them all, and was bound to he silent until 
my efforts had succeeded. But Marguerite's bro- 
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ther, convinced of his error, himself hastened to 
his father, and it is he whom we must thank for 
the happy termination of this afiair." 

" No, no t " exclaimed the two Counts d' Au- 
baine and the Count de Guiche in a breath, " it 
18 to Leonce that all the credit is due ; we could 
never have managed it so well; had he not been 
80 indefatigable in his efforts to bring ns all to 
reason." 

"Aha!" said Madamoiselle de la Beaume, 
" now I recollect tiie little night-scene which it 
was intended I should take for one of the ghost 
stories of St Roche! That was the negotiator 
making his report. Well, be that as it may, it 
has ended well, and, moreover, to my advantage, 
since my nephew has gained so charming a bride. 
And as for you, young gentleman," added she, ad- 
dressing Leonce, "you must know that you are now 
restored to my good opinion; for since I organised 
my court as queen Catherine, I have made some 
observations which led me to believe that a double 
game was being played." 

Leonce had long been aware that his secret had 
not escaped the penetration of the shrewd old 
lady; he blushed deeply as he kissed her hand, and 
turned away to escape any farther remarks from her, 

" And you," said he in a low voice, as he placed 
himself beside Lord Duncan, " have I yet regained 
your good opinion ? " 

" But why then should you be unhappy, since 
you are a noble, honourable young man ? " replied 
he, in his wonted tone of paternal kindness. 
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"Becaose she no longer lovea me," replied 
L^once. 

Lord Duncan laughed. " Ah ! " said he, *' the 
old story of two jealous lovers. Did you expect 
her to play the Jove-sick heroiae, while you were 
running madly after another ? " 

" No, no. Lord Duncan, it is not that. I saw 
her first at Ardoise, where I rescued her from 'an 
unfortunate madman. But my dream of h^pi> 
ness — that of seeing her so gladly received into 
my family — was but too quickly crushed hy the 
decided manner in which she repulsed me, and 
her immediate departure from Ardoise even 
aroused my pride. I made foolish and vain efTorts 

to forget her, and " 

" You were, as all men are, always inclined to 
make the moat unreasonable demands, that they 
may have an excuse for doubting the affection of 
a girl whose modest reserve they complain of as 
coldness end cruelty, though its absence would 
call forth their severest censure. Under all cir- 
cumstances, Elmerice would have been right," 
continued Lord Duncan, " but especially so as 
she did not then know that her father had en- 
trusted me with his consent to your suit, if you 
remained constant," 

He would have said more, but Leonce, losing-all 
command of himself, clasped him in his arms with 
such impetuous vehemence, that he fairly stopped 
his utterance. As he at length released him, he 
for the first time caught sight of Elmerice ; and 
had not the powerful grasp of Lord Duncan re- 
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straiaed and supported him, be would have falleu 
at her feet. As it was, he gazed at her with && 
expreadon of rapture, from which she withdrew 
her eyes in deep emotion. 

" You shall hand me in to dinner, my dear lord," 
said she, in a clear though tremulous voice; "and 
»s the privilege of mistress of the house is granted 
me, we must stand aside until my guests have 
passed." 

How heautiful she looked! her paleness had 
completely vanished; ever since Marguerite, on 
teoeiving her congratulations, had held her so long 
in her embrace, that it seemed more like a coii> 
Tersati<m, a delicate colour had mantled in hei 
cheeks, while the golden hrown locks, fastened 
back on the temples with agraffei of pearls, re- 
vealed the full expression of her deep blue ejest 
which n0v? sparkled with a brilliancy that seemed 
the effect of inward happiness. 

Lucille's quick eye marked all this ; and as shct 
passed by, holding the arm of Leonce, she said to 
him, " After all, I fancy that my hope of seeing 
your wearisome nature altered for the better, by a 
life of domestic happiness with Marguerite, will 
soon find its accomplishment in another quarter." 

"Oh!" exclaimed Leonce, "that your words 
may prove true ! " 

When, dinner being over, Elmerice was once 
more seated beside Amy*s bed, in her silent chuu- 
ber, and directly in front of her, while Amy 
gathered up her powers of vision still to behold 
the beloved image of her Flora, the door opened, 
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"and Lord Duncan advanced to the side of Elme- 
rice. 

*' That is our countryman," said Amy ; " I can 
distinguish him from all the rest by his English 
manliness." 

*' That is Lord Duncan, Amy," said Elmerice ; 
" he was my father's friend, and now he is mine." 

" It was to remind you of that, that I came 
hither," said Lord Duncan ; " and at the same time 
I wished for Amy's presence. Now, listen to me. 
Since this morning you have borne the name of 
an ancient and celebrated house, and I rested not 
until it was yours. What will you think of me 
when you hear that my first wish is now to take it 
from you, or rather to add another to it V 
- Elmerice coloured crimson ; but it must be owned, 
that, thanks to Marguerite's embrace, what she 
heard was no more tlian she expected. After a 
pause, Lord Duncan continued: "But will you 
approve of the name that I propose ? " 

Elmerice smiled, for she understood Lord Dun- 
can's playful glance. " That must depend upon 
what it is," said she at last. 

" Undoubtedly," said Lord Duncan ; " but sup- 
pose it sounded like D'Anville?" 

Elmerice started. She was aware that some one 
had knelt beside her. " I have long loved him," 
said she, at length, r timidly. 

" Oh ! Elmerice," cried the kneeling Leonce, 
" may I believe those blessed words ? Will my 
deep and constant love be thus rewarded ? " 

'■ Yes, Leonce," replied she. " He who once 
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parted us now blesses our union. I have been true 
to you, and I now know that you, too, have re- 
mained so to me." 

She interrupted the impassioned expression 
of his feelings by turning to Amy. " Will you, 
Amy, give me your consent to the choice of my 
heart?" 

" I will," said Amy : " he has a noble and un- 
selfish heart ; that is the only quality which can 
repay us in distinguishing one roan from another. 
Lord, now call Thy handmaid to Thyself, for she is 
weary! " 

These were Amy's last words. She sank into a 
steep which lasted until the hand of death was 
gently laid upon her. But for the moment Elme- 
rice left her, without any anticipation that het end 
was so near. 

The betrothed pair were presented by Lord 
Duncan to the assembled family, and certainly 
never was a disappointed hope more richly com- 
pensated;to Franfoise, Armand, and Lucille, than 
by this union of two individuals so beloved by 
all. The family circle now assembled was the 
centre of the brightest and most unalloyed happi- 
ness to all its members. The spirit of vengeance, 
which, menacing and chastising, had so long 
brooded over St. Roche, was at length appeased, 
and departed, leaving no trace behind. 

Amy was buried at Flora*s side, amid the tears 
of all } but even her death had borne the soothing 
impress of pardon and of peace. 

A month later, in the beautiful little church 
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wkera Elmerioe had at first prayed in the heavineas 
of her heart, the aged vicar blessed the waoa of 
his beloved lady with L^once d'Anville, and of 
Marguerite d'Aubaine with the young Count de 
Ghjiche. 

M. and Madame St. Albaiu, the latter of whp^ 
bad not been present at the death or interment of 
her mother, were invited to attend the celebratioD 
of this two-fold festivity ; but even on that ocoa- 
doo Madame St. Albans did not lay aside her 
peevish and discontented manner, while her husband 
gained the good-will of all by his courteous good- 



On her wedding-day Elmerice took the oppor- 
tunity of Bpeaking to Madame St. Albans alone. 
" You must now allow me," atdd she, " to make 
you acquainted with your mother's will." 

" Oh ! pray do not give yourself the trouble," 
interrupted Madame St. Albans ; " her will is 
well enough known all through the neigfaboiiF- 
hood. You have wonderful good fortune, mBdun, 
in the matter of successions. The daughter of my 
Margaret," — here she b^an to sob, — " the simple 
Miss Eton, who slept under my roof and sat at 
my table, is now turned into a great and powerftil 
countess, and, in spite of her millions, does not 
disdain to become the heiress of old Mrs. Gray, 
who set aside in her favour the claims of her own 
chad." 

Elmerice listened to this outbreak with a quiet 
smile ; she had foreseen it, and, therefore, had 
sought a private interview, " Yes, Madune St. 
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Albana," eeid she, after a short pause, "I did not 
disdain to accept this inheritance, because my rs- 
fiisal would have broken your mother's heart. 
But she gave me unlimited power to dispose of it 
according to my own judgment ; and it is on that 
subject that I wished to speak to you. The in- 
heritance consisted in a sum of money in gold. 
It was fonnd in the chest she had pointed out, 
-which was opened in presence of the vicar and 
of the doctor. Here is the statement of its con- 
tents. But it was not in this form that I wished 
to make ovei to yon your mother's inheritance. 
Here you have the deed of purchase, signed by 
the prior, of the estates belonging to the abbey of 
Tabor, which you have hitherto farmed. It is 
dow, with the forest belonging to it, the sole 
property of yourself and your husband," 
- " G-ood heavens ! the whole estate, and the 
forest besides t" exclaimed Madame St. Albana. 
*' Why that would be enough for a barony I Oh I 
that ia impossible, my poor mother's fortune could 
never suffice for that." 

"Do not make yourself uneasy on that ac- 
count," replied Elmerice, to whom the delight of 
this capricious woman was almost as much a relief 
aa a satisfaction ; " Margaret Eton, your friend, had 
fortune sufficient to make up what was wanting." 

" Well, I do call that handsome ! " cried Ma- 
dame St. Albans ; " upon my word, my child, you 
know how to play the countess. But I beg your 
pardon; in my delight I was forgetting to thank 
you. No ! really, look you, it is far, far too much 
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gfoodBess. I do not know whether I ought to 
accept ic" 

" Oh ! yes, accept it, accept it," said Elmerice, 
cordially, " and let us say ao more ahout it I 
am sure I ought to thank t/ov for the pleavur^ 
that you are now giving me." 

" Oh ! countess, look you, that is rather too 
fine a speech for a plain woman like me. Hovw 
ever, that is your way ; and to he sure it is bettw 
suited now to your high station, which is no [^ce 
for those who only speak as nature hids them. 
Therefore, once more accept my most respectful 
thanks.*' 

Elmetice hastened to conclude this disagree&hle 
conversation, for which, howeYer, she was repaid 
by the ease and dignity vrith which Monsieur St* 
Albans thanked her for her munificent gift. They 
both lived long in the enjoyment of their ample 
property, which became a model specimen of agri- 
culture in all its branches, 

The first step of JBlmerice and Leonce was to 
follow the Countess Fran9oi3e to Ardoise ; thence 
they returned to St. Roche, which they did all in 
their power to restore, with scrupulous respect to 
the recollections attached to it. Amy's apart- 
ments were preserved under the care of Elmerice 
herself, assisted by Mariette, who, having been 
sent to a neighbouring town to obtain the requi- 
site qualifications for a confidential servant, never 
after quitted her young mistress. 

Thus St. Roche remained a carefully preserved 
memorial of former ages, for, besides the una- 



»i by Google 



ST. ROCHE, 829 

domed apartments of Claude of Bretagne, her 
private chapel and her monument, restored in their 
Dative simplicity, rose in all their aplendoiir of 
former days the halls and chambers of Catherine 
de Medicis and of the earlier Counta de Cr^cy- 
Chahanne. The aspect of the fatal banqueting- 
hall alone was changed. The walls were hung 
with draperies of black velvet ; escutcheons bear- 
ing the arms and crests of the house of Cr^cy 
adorned the lofty windows. The table on whi<ji 
the corpse of Louis had once rested was replaced 
by a monument of white marble, supported by 
angels, on which the figures of Reginald and 
Louis, copied £rom their portraits, rested hand in 
hand. The beautiful portrait of Flora was hung 
behind a massive curtain, where had formerly 
stood the throne of Catherine de Medicis ; and on 
the spot formerly occupied by the fatal hearth, 
roee an altar of black marble, where, during the 
residence of the heads of the house, a solenm 
mass for the dead was periodically performed in 
their presence. 

The necessary steps were taken to isolate this 
hall completely from the rest of the apartments, 
while the open gallery leading to the tower of Eu- 
docia, vras restored to its former antique beauty. 
The adjacent apartments of the maids of honour 
were converted into airy and cheerful rooina, fitted 
Hp in accordance with the costly taste of the 
time. 

The tower of Eudocia remained' the peculiar 
property of Elmerice, a little sanctuary guarded 
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and chenBhed with the enthuiiuia of youthful 
fMling, to which Leonee was occasionally ad- 
mittad, whes they would leather meditate upon 
th«r happiness, and thank God for the blesangs 
He had showered upon them. 

It was seldom, and but for a few months at a 
time, that they took up their abode in theii 
splendid palaces in Paris and Versailles, and then 
only when Armand and Lneille, Marguerite and 
Guiche, could meet them there. In the intervals 
frequent visits to each other's cb&teaux, in which 
even the Countess Fran9oise joined, kept up their 
intimate domestic intercourse, which succeeding 
events served only to render more happy and 
united. When the families met at St. Roche 
they were not seldom joined by Lord Bureau 
and some of his family, who were always wel- 
comed with delight; while amongst their most 
valued friends, were reckoned, as long as they 
lived, the venerable vicar, the doctor, and the 
excellent Veronica. 

Thus were these ancient and vast possessions 
baaed upon a solid foundation, — that of the moral 
worth of theii possessors. We will pursue their 
history no further, contenting ourselves with the 
maxim, that 

" It is not the events which befall us, but the 
spirit in which we meet them, that decides the 
happiness ox unhappiness of our lives." 
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